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A. A. MILNE has delighted thousands of children 
between die ages of seven and seventy with his 
stories, poems, and plays. His profound under- 
standing of character which warms our hearts to- 
wards Christopher Robin, Pooh, Kanga, Ecyorc, 
Tigger, and the rest ; his Puckish humour flitting 
hither and thither like motes in a sunbeam ; his 
delicacy of touch like “ vernal showers on die 
twinkling grass ” — all arc blended together widi 
great artistry. 

The Ugly Duckling will be a source of delight for 
many a day to come — to producers, actors, and 
audiences alike. 



THE UGLY DUCKLING' 

SCENE is the Throne Room oj the Palace ; a room oj many doors, 
or, if preferred, airtain-opettings ; simply furnished with three 
thrones for their Majesties and her Royal Highness the princess 
CAMILLA — in other words, with three handsome chairs. At 
each side is a long seat, reserved, as it might he, for his 
Majesty’s Council (if any), hut useful, as to-day, for other 
purposes. The king is asleep on his throne with a hand- 
kerchief over his face. He is a king of any country from any 
story-hook, in whatever costume you please. But he should 
he wearing his crown. 

A VOICE [annouudngl. His Excellency the Chancellor I 

[The CHANCELLOR, an elderly man in horn-rimmed spec- 
tacles, enters, howing. The king tvakes up with a 
start and removes the handkerchief from his face. 

KING simple dignity]. I was thinking. 

CHANCELLOR Never, your Majesty, was greater 

need for thought than now. 

KING. That’s what I was thinking. [He struggles into a 
more dignified position.] Well, what is it ? More trouble ? 

CHANCELLOR. What we might call the old trouble, your 
Majesty. 

KING. It’s what I was saying last night to the Queen. 

“ Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown,” was how I 
put it. 

CHANCELLOR. A profound and original thought, which 
may well go down to po^rity. 

* Applicatiom regarding amateur performances of this piay should 

be addressed to Messrs Samuel French Ltd., 26 Southampton Street, 

Strand, London, W.C.2. or as West 45th Street, New York, 
ir 



A. A. MILNE has delighted thousands of children 
between the ages of seven and seventy with his 
stories, poems, and plays. His profound under- 
standing of character which warms our hearts to- 
wards Christopher Robin, Pooh, Kanga, Eeyore, 
Tigger, and the rest ; his Puckish humour flitting 
hither and thither like motes in a sunbeam ; his 
delicacy of touch like “ vernal showers on the 
twinkling grass” — all arc blended together with 
great artistry. 

The Ugly Duckling will be a source of dehght for 
many a day to come — to producers, actors, and 
audiences alike. 



12 


TEN SELECTED ONE-ACT PLAYS 

KING. You mean it may go down well with posterity. I 
hope so. Remind me to tel! you some time of another 
litde thing I said to her Majesty ; something about a fierce 
light beating on a throne. Posterity would like that, too. 
Well, what is it ? 

CHANCELLOR. It is in the matter of her Royal Highness’ 
wedding. 

KING. Oh . . . yes. 

CHANCELLOR. As your Majesty is aware, the young Prince 
Simon arrives to-day to seek her Royal Highness’ hand in 
marriage. He has been travelling in distant lands and, as 

I understand, has not — er — ^has not 

KING, You mean he hasn’t heard anything. 

CHANCELLOR. It is a litde difficult to put this tactfully, your 
Majesty. 

JONG. Do your best, and I will tell you afterwards how 
you got on. 

CHANCELLOR. Let me put it this way. The Prince Simon 
will naturally assume that her Royal Highness has the cus- 
tomary — so customary as to be, in my own poor opinion, 
slighdy monotonous — has what one might call the inevi- 
table — so inevitable as to be, in my opinion again, almost 
mechanical — will assume that she has the, as I think of it, 

faultily fauldess, icily regular, splendidly 

KING. What you are trying to say in the fewest words 
possible is that my daughter is not beautiful. 

CHANCELLOR. Her beauty is certainly elusive, your Majesty. 
king. It is. It has eluded you, it has eluded me, it has 
eluded everybody who has seen her. It even eluded the 
Court Painter. His last words were, “ Well, 1 did my best.” 
His successor is now painting the view across the water- 
meadows from the West Turret. He says that his doctor 
has advised him to keep to landscape. 
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CHANCELLOR. It is Unfortunate, your Majesty, but there it 
is. One just cannot understand how it can have occurred. 

KING. You don’t think she takes after me, at all ? You 
don’t detect a likeness ? 

CHANCELLOR. Mosc certainly not, your Majesty. 

KING. Good. . . . Your predecessor did. 

CHANCELLOR. I have often wondered what happened to 
my predecessor. 

KING. Well, now you know. [There is a short silence. 

CHANCELLOR. Looking at the bright side, although her 
Royal Highness is not, strictly speaking, beautiful 

KING. Not, truthfully speaking, beautiful 

CHANCELLOR. Yet she has great beauty of character. 

KING. My dear Chancellor, we are not considering her 
Royal Highness’ character, but her chances of getting married. 
You observe that there is a distinction. 

CHANCELLOR. Yes, yout Majesty. 

KING. Look at it from tlie suitor’s point of view. If a 
girl is beautiful, it is easy to assume that she has, tucked 
away inside her, an equally beautiful character. But it is 
impossible to assume that an unattractive girl, however 
elevated in character, has, tucked away inside her, an equally 
beauuful face. That is, so to speak, not where you want it 
— tucked away. 

CHANCELLOR. Quite so, your Majesty. 

king. This doesn’t, of course, alter tlie fact tliat the Princess 
Camilla is quite the nicest person in the Kingdom. 

chancellor [enthusiastically]. She is indeed, your Majesty. 
[Hiirriet//y] With die exception, I need hardly say, of your 
Majesty — and her Majesty. 

KING. Your exceptions arc tolerated for their loyalty and 
condemned for tlicir extreme fatuity', 

CHANCELLOR. Thank you, your Majesty'. 
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KING. As an adjective for your King, the word “ nice ” is 
ill-chosen. As an adjective for her Majesty, it is — ill-chosen. 
\At which moment KER majesty comes in. The king rises. 
The CHANCELLOR puts himself at right angles. 

QUEEN [briskly]. Ah. Talking about Camilla ? 

[She sits down. 

KING [returning to his throne]. As always, my dear, you arc 
right. 

QUEEN [to the chancellor). This fellow, Simon 

What’s he like ? 

CHANCELLOR. Nobody has seen him, your Majesty. 
queen. How old is he ? 

CHANCELLOR. Five-and-twenty, 1 understand. 

QUEEN. In twenty-five years he must have been seen by 
somebody. 

KING [to the chancellor). Just a fleeting glimpse. 
CHANCELLOR. I meant, your Majesty, that no detailed report 
of him has reached this country, save that he has the usual 
personal advantages and qualities expected of a prince, and 
has been travelling in distant and dangerous lands. 

QUEEN. Ah ! Nothing gone wrong with his eyes ? Sun- 
stroke or anything ? 

CHANCELLOR. Not that 1 am aware of, your Majesty. At 
the same time, as I was venturing to say to his Majesty, 
her Royal Highness’ character and disposition are so out- 
standingly — 

QUEEN. Stuff and nonsense. You remember what hap- 
pened when we had the Tournament of Love last year. 

CHANCELLOR. I was not myself present, your Majesty. I 
had not then the honour of— I was abroad, and never heard 
the full story. 

QUEEN. No ; it was the other fool. They all rode up to 
Camilla to pay their homage— it was the first time they had 
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seen her. The heralds blew their trumpets, and announced 
that she would marry whichever prince was left master of 
the field when all but one had been unhorsed. The trum- 
pets were blown again, they charged enthusiastically into the 
fight, and 

[The KING looks nonchalantly at the ceiling and whistles 
a few bars. 

— don’t do that. 


KING. I’m sorry, my dear. 

QUEEN [to the chancellor]. And what happened ? They 
all simultaneously fell off their horses and assumed a posture 
of defeat. 

king. One of them was not quite so quick as the others. 
1 was very quick. 1 proclaimed him the victor. 

QUEEN. At the Feast of Betrothal held that night 

KING. We were all very quick. 

QUEEN. The Chancellor announced that by the laws of the 
country the successful suitor had to pass a further test. He 
had to give the correct answer to a riddle. 

CHANCELLOR. Such undoubtedly is the fact, your 
Majesty. 

KING. There arc times for announcing facts, and times for 
looking at things in a broadminded way. Please remember 
that. Chancellor, 

CHANCELLOR. Yes, youT Majesty. 

QUEEN. 1 invented the riddle myself. Quite an easy one. 
What is it vyhich has four legs and barks like a dog ? The 
answer is, “ A dog.” 

KING [to the chancellor]. You see that ? 

CHANCELLOR. Yes, your Majesty. 

king. It isn’t difficult. 

queen. He, however, seemed to find it so. He said an 
eagle. Then he said a serpent ; a very high mountain with 
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slippery sides ; two peacocks ; a mooriliglit night ; the day 
after to-morrow 

KING. Nobody could accuse him of not trying. 

QUEEN, /did. 

KING. I should have said that nobody could fail to recognize 
in his attitude an appearance of doggedness. 

QUEEN. Finally he said “ Death.” I nudged the King 

KING. Accepting the word “ nudge ” for the moment, I 
rubbed my ankip with one hand, clapped him on the shoulder 
with the other, and congratulated him on the correct answer. 
He disappeared under the table, and, personally, I never saw 
him again. 

QUEEN. His body was found in the moat next morning. 

CHANCEttOR. But what was he doing in the moat, your 
Majesty ? . -z- 

KING. Bobbing about. Try not to ask needless questions. 

CHANCEUOR, It all secms so strange. 

QUEEN, what does ? 


CHANCELLOR. That her Royal Highness, alone of all the 
princesses one has ever heard of, should lack that invariable 
attribute of royalty, supreme beauty. 

QUEEN [lo the king]. That was your Great-Aunt-Malkin. ' 
She came to the christening. You know what she said.\ , , 
KING. It was cryptic. Great-Aunt Malkin’s besetting 
weakness. She came to my christening — she was one hun- 
dred and one then, and that was fifty-one years ago. ]To 
the chancellor] How old w'ould that make her ? 

CHANCELLOR. One hundred and fifty-two, your Myesty. 
KING [^er thought]. About that, yes. She promised me 
that when I grew up I should have aU the happiness which 
my wife deserved. It struck me at the time — ^wcU, when I 
say “ at the time,” { was only a w'cek old — but it did strike 
me as soon as anything could strike me — I mean of that 
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nature — well, work it out for yourself, Chancellor. It opens 
up a most interesting field of speculation, Thougli naturally 
I have not liked to go into it at all deeply witli her Majesty. 

QUEEN. I never heard anything less cryptic. She was 
wishing you extreme happiness. 

KING. 1 don’t drink she was wishii/g me anything. How- 
ever. 

CHANCELLOR [/o the QUEen]. But what, your Majesty, did 
she wish her Royal Highness ? 

queen. Her other godmother — on my side — had promised i 
her the dazzling beauty for which all the women in my 

family are famous 

pnuscs, and the KING snapt hisfingen 
in the direction oj the chancellor. 

CHANCELLOR \hurriedly] Indeed, yes, your Majesty. 

]The KING relaxes. 

QUEEN. And Great-Aunt Malkin said — (to the king] — what 
were the words ? 

king. I give you with this kiss 

A wedding-day surprise. 

Where ignorance is bliss 
'Tis fohy to be wise. 

I thought the last two lines rather neat. But what it 
meant 

QUEEN. We can all see what it meant. She was given 
beauty — and where is it ? Great-Aunt Malkin took it away 
from her. The wedding-day surprise is that there will never 
be a wedding-day. 

king. Young men being what they are, my dear, it would 
be much more surprising if diere were a wedding-day. So 
how 

[The PRINCESS comes m. She is young, happy, healthy, 
but not beautiful. Or let us say that by some trick of 


surreptitiously 
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make-up or arrangement oj hair she seems plain to us : 
unlike the Princess of the story-hooks. 

PRINCESS [to the king]. Hallo, darling ! [Seeing the others] 
Oh, I say ! Affairs of state ? Sorry. 

KING [holding out his hand]. Don’t go, Camilla. 

[She takes his hand. 

CHANCELLOR. Shall 1 withdraw, your Majesty ? 

QUEEN. You are aware, Camilla, that Prince Simon arrives 
to-day ? 

PRINCESS. He has arrived. They’re just letting down the 
drawbridge. 

KING [jumping up]. Arrived ! I must 

PRINCESS. Darling, you know what the drawbridge is like. 
It takes at least half an hour to let it down. 

KING [sitting down]. It wants oil. [To the chancellor] 
Have you been grudging it oil ? 

PRINCESS. It wants a new drawbridge, darling. 

chancellor. Have 1 your Majesty’s permission 

KING. Yes, yes. [The chancellor bows and goes out. 

QUEEN. You’ve told him, of course ? It’s the only chance. 

KING. Er — ^no. I was just going to, when 

QUEEN. Then I’d better. [She goes to the door.] You can 
explain to the girl ; I’ll have her sent to you. You’ve told 
Camilla ? 

KING. Er — ^no. I was just going to, when 

QUEEN. Then you’d better tell her now. 

KING. My dear, are you sure 

QUEEN. It’s the only chance left. [Dramatically to heaven] 
My daughter 1 [She goes out. 

[There is a little silence when she is gone. 

KING. Camilla, I want to talk seriously to you about 
marriage. 

PRINCESS. Yes, Father. 
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KING. It is time that you leamt some of the facts of life. 

PRINCESS. Yes, Father. 

KING. Now the great fact about marriage is that onceli 
you’re married you live happy ever after. All our history ’• 
boolcs affirm this. 

PRINCESS. And your own experience too, darling, 

KING \u>ith dignity]. Let us confine ourselves to history for 
die moment. 

PRINCESS. Yes, Fadier. 

KING. Of course, there may be an exception here and there, 
which, as it were, proves the rule ; just as — oh, well, never 
mind. 

PRINCESS [nmVmg}. Go on, darling. You were going to 
say diat an exception here and diere proves the rule that all 
princesses are beautiful. 

KING. Well — leave that for the moment. The point is that., 
it doesn’t matter haw you marry, or whom you many, as long r 
as you get married. Because you’ll be happy ever after in 
any case. Do you follow me so far ? 

PRINCESS. Yes, Father. 

KING. Well, your mother and I have a litde plan 

PRINCESS. Was diat it, going out of the door just now ? 

B3NG. Er — ^yes. ft concerns your waiting-maid. 

PRINCESS. Darling, I have several. 

KING. Only one that leaps to the eye, so to speak. The 
one widi die — well, with everything. 

PRINCESS. Dulahella ? 

KING. That’s the one. It is our iitde plan that at the first 
meeting she should pass herself off as the Princess — a harm- . 
less rusS^'of which you will find frequent record in the history 
books — ^and allure Prince Simon to his — chat is to say, bring 

him up to the In other words, die wedding will take 

place immediately afterwards, and as qliietiy as possible— 
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well, naturally in view of the fact that your Aunt Malkin 
is one himdred and fifty-two ; and since you will be wearing 
the family bridal veil — ^which is no doubt how the ctistom 
arose — the surprise after the ceremony will be his. Are you 
following me at all ? Your attention seems to be wandering. 
PRINCESS. I was wondering why you needed to tell me. 
KING. Just a precautionary measure, in case you happened 
to meet the Prince or his attendant before the ceremony ; 
in which case, of course, you would pass yourself off as the 
maid 

PRINCESS. A harmless ruse, ol which, also, you will find 
frequent record in the history books. 

KING. Exactly. But the occasion need not anse. 

A VOICE [announcing]. The woman Dulcibella ! 

KING. Ah 1 [To the princess] Now, Camilla, if you will 
just retire to your own apartments, I will come to you there 
when we are ready for the actual ceremony. 

[He leads her out as he is talking ; and as he returns 
calls out 

Come in, my dear ! 

[oDLaBELLA comes in. She is beautijul, but dumb. 
Now don’t be fiightened, there is nothing to be frightened 
about. Has her Majesty told you what you have to do ? 
DOLCIBEIXA. Y-yes, your Majesty. 

KING. Well now, let’s see how well you can do it. You 
are sitting here, we will say. [He leads her to a seat.] Now 
imagine that I am Prince Simon. [He curls his moustache 
and puts his stomach in. She giggles.] You are the beaurifiil 
Princess Camilla whom he has never seen. [S/ie giggles 
again.] This is a serious moment in your life, and you tvill 
find that a giggle will not be helpful. [He goes to the door.] 
1 am announced : “ His Royal Highness Prince Simon ! ” 
That’s me being announced. Remember what I said about 
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giggling. You should have a far-away look upon the face. 
[She does her ieif.] Farther away than that. [S/ie tries a^ahi.] 
No, that’s too far. You are sitting there, thinking beautiful 
thoughts — ^in maiden meditation, fancy-free, as I remember 
saying to her Majesty once . . . speaking of somebody else 
. . , fancy-free, but widi the mouth definitely shut — that’s 
better. I advance and fall upon one knee. [He does so.] 
You extend your hand graciously— ^mrio/«/y ; you’re not 
trying to push him in the face — diat’s better, and I raise it 
to my lips — so — and I kiss it — [He kisses it warmly.] — no, per- 
haps not so ardently as that, more like this [He kisses it agaitt.], 

and I say, “ Your Royal Highness, this is the most — er 

Your Royal Highness, I shall ever be” — no “Your Royal 

Highness, it is tlie proudest ” Well, tlie point is that he 

will say it, and it will be something complimentary, and then 
he will take your hand in both of his, and press it to his 
heart. [He does so.] And then — ^what do you say ? 

dulcibella. Coo ! 

KING. No, not “ Coo.” 

dulcibella. Never had anyone do that to me before. 

KING. That also strikes tlie wrong note. What you want 
to say is, “ Oh, Prince Simon ! ” . . . Say it. 

DULCIBEI.LA [loudly]. Oh, Prince Simon ! 

KING. No, no. You don’t need to shout until he has said 
“ What ? ” two or three times. Always consider the possi- 
bility that he isn’t deaf. Softly, and giving the words a dying 
fall, letdng them play around his head like a flight of doves. 

DULCIBELLA [stilJ 0 little over-loiid]. O-o-o-o-h, Prinsimon ! 

KING. Keep the idea in your mind of a flight of doves 
radier than a flight of panic-stricken elephants, and you will 
be all right. Now I’m going to get up, and you must, as 
■"TAvere, waft me into a seat by your side. [She starts wafting.) 
Not rescuing a drowning man, that’s another idea altogether. 
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useful at times, but at die moment inappropriate. Wafting. 
Prince Simon will put die neccss-iry muscles into play — all 
you require to do is to indicate by a gracious movement of 
the hand the scat you require him to take. Now ! [He 
gets up, a little stiffly, and sits next to her.] That w.as better. 
Well, here sve arc. Now, I diink you give me a look ; 
somediing, let us say, half-way bettveen die breathless adora- 
tion of a nun and die voluptuous abandonment of a woman 
of the world ; widi an undertone of regal dignit}', touched, 
as it were, with good comradcsliip. Now tiy' diat. [S/it 
gives him a vacant look oj bewilderment.] Frankly, that didn’t 
quite get it. There was just a little something missing. An 
absence, as it were, of all die qualities 1 asked for, and in 
their place an odd resemblance to an unsatisfied fish. Let 
us try to get at it another way. DulcibcHa, have you a 
young man of your own ?’ 

DULCiBFXLA [eagerly, seizing his hand]. Oo, yes, he’s ever 
so smart, he’s an archer, well not as you might say a real 
archer, he works in the armoury, but old Botdenose, you 
know who I mean, the Captain of die Guard, says the very 
next man they ever has to shoot, my Eg shall take his place, 
knowing Father and how it is with Eg and me, and me 
being maid to her Royal Highness and can’t marry me till 
he’s a real soldier, but ever so loving, and funny like, the 
things he says, I said to him once, “ Eg,” I said 

KING [getting up]. I rather fancy, Dulcibella, that if you 
think of Eg all the time, say as Htde as possible, and, when 
thinking of Eg, see that the mouth is not more than partially 
open, you will do very well. I will show you where you 
are to sit and wait for his Royal Highness. [He leads her 


out. On the way he is saying] Now remember — waft — waft — 
^ not hoick. 

\ [prince SIMON wanders in from the back unannounced. 
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He is a very ordinary-looking young man in rather 
dusty clothes. He gives a deep sigh of relief as he sinks 
into the king’s throne. 

[CAMILLA, a new and strangely beaut ful Camilla, comes in. 
PRINCESS [surprised]. Well ! 

PRINCE. Oh, hallo ! 

PRINCESS. Ought you ? 

PRINCE [getting i/p]. Do sit down, won’t you ? 

PRINCESS, who are you, and how did you get here ? 
PRINCE. Well, that’s rather a long story, ^uldn’t we sit 
down ? You could sit here if you liked, but it isn’t very 
comfortable. 

PRINCESS. That is the King’s Throne. 

PRINCE. Oh, is that what it is ? 

PRINCESS. Thrones are not meant to be comfortable. 

PRINCE. Well, I don’t know if they’re meant to be, but 
they certainly aren’t. 

PRINCESS. Why were you sitting on the King’s Throne, 
and who are you ? 

PRINCE. My name is Carlo. 

PRINCESS. Mine is Dulcibella. 

PRINCE. Good. And now couldn’t we sit down ? 

PRINCESS [sitting down on the long seat to the left of the throne, 
and, as it were, wafting him to a place next to her]. You may 
sit here, if you like. Why are you so tired ? [He sits down. 
PRINCE. I’ve been taking very strenuous exercise. 

PRINCESS. Is that part of the long story ? 

PRINCE. It is. 

PRINCESS [settling herself]. I love stones. 

PRINCE. This isn’t a story really. You see. I’m attendant 
on Prince Simon, who is visiting here. 

PRINCESS. Oh ? I’m attendant on her Royal Highness. 
PRINCE. Then you know what he’s here for. 
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PRINCESS. Yes. 

PRINCE. She’s very beautiful, I hear, 

PRINCESS. Did you hear that? Where have you been lately ? 
PRINCE. Travelling in distant lands — with Prince Simon. 
PRINCESS. Ah ! All the same, I don’t understand. Is 
Prince Simon in the Palace now ? The drawbridge can’t 
be down yet ! 

PRINCE. I don’t suppose it is. And what a noise it makes 
coming down ! 

PRINCESS. Isn’t it terrible ? 

PRINCE. I couldn’t stand it any more. I just had to get 
away. That’s why I’m here. 

PRINCESS. But how ? 

PRINCE. Well, there’s only one way, isn’t there ? That 
beech tree, and then a swing and a grab for the battlements, 

and don’t ask me to remember it all [He shudders. 

PRINCESS. You mean you came across the moat by that 
beech tree ? 

PRINCE. Yes. I got so tired of hanging about. 

PRINCESS. But it’s terribly dangerous ! 

PRINCE. That’s why I’m so exhausted. Nervous shock. 

[He lies back and breathes loudly. 
PRINCESS. Of course, it’s different for me. 

PRINCE [sitting up]. Say that again, I must have got it 
wrong, 

PRINCESS. It’s different for me, because I’m used to it. 
Besides, I’m so much lighter. 

PRINCE. You don’t mean that you 

PRINCESS. Oh yes, often. 

PRINCE. And I thought I was a brave man ! At least, 
I didn’t until five minutes ago, and now 1 don’t again. 

PRINCESS. Oh, but you are ! And I think it’s wonderful 
to do it straight off the first time. 



25 


THE UGLY DUCKLING 

PRINCE. Well, you did. 

PRINCESS. Oh no, not the first time. When I was a child. 

PRINCE. You mean that you crashed ? 

PRINCESS. Weh, you only fall into the moat. 

PRINCE. Only ! Can you swim ? 

PRINCESS. Of course. 

PRINCE. So you swam to the castlmvv^l^ and yelled for 
help, and they fished you out and walloped you. And next 
day you tried again. Well, if that isn’t pluck 

PRINCESS. Of course I didn’t. I swam back, and did it at 
once ; I mean I tried again at once. It wasn’t until the 
third time that I actually did it. You see, I was afraid I 
might lose my nerve. 

PRINCE. Afraid she might lose her nerve ! 

PRINCESS. There’s a way of getting over from this side, 
too ; a tree grows out from the wall and you jump into 
another tree — I don’t think it’s quite so easy. 

PRINCE. Not quite so easy. Good. You must show me. 

PRINCESS. Oh, I will. 

PRINCE. Perhaps it might be as well if you taught me 
how to swim first. I’ve often heard about swimming, but 
never 

PRINCESS. You can’t swim ? 

PRINCE. No. Don’t look so surprised. There are a lot of 
other tilings which I can’t do. I’ll tell you about them as 
soon as you have a couple of years to spare. 

PRINCESS. You can’t swim and yet you crossed by the / 
beech tree ! And you’re ever so much heavier than lam!' 
Now who’s brave ? 

PRINCE \£ettm£ up]. You keep talking about how light you 
arc. 1 must see if there’s anything in it. Stand up ! [5/ie 

stauds obediently and be picks her up.] You’re right, Duld- 
bella. I could hold you here for ever. [Looking at her] 
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You’re very lovely. Do you know how lovely you are ? 
PRINCESS. Yes. [She laughs suddenly and happily. 

PRINCE. Why do you laugh ? 

PRINCESS. Aren’t you tired of holding me ? 

PRINCE. Frankly, yes. 1 exaggerated when I said I could 
hold you for ever. When you’ve been hanging by the arms 
for ten minutes over a very deep moat, wondering if it’s 
too late to learn to swim — [He puts her doiun .\ — what I meant 
was that I should like to hold you for ever. Why did you 
laugh ? 

PRINCESS. Oh, well, it was a httle private joke of mine. 
PRINCE. If it comes to that. I’ve got a private joke too. 
Let’s exchange them. 

PRINCESS. Mine’s very private. One other woman in the 
whole world knows, and that’s all. 

PRINCE. Mine’s just as private. One other man knows, 
and that’s all. 

PRINCESS. What fun. I love secrets. . . . Well, here’s 
• mine. When I was bom, one of my godmothers promised 
, ; that I should be very beautiful. 

! PRINCE. How right she was. 

■ PRINCESS. But the other one said this : 

I give you with this kiss 
A wedding-day surprise. 

Where ignorance is bliss 
’Tis folly to be wise. 

And nobody knew what it meant. And I grew up very 
plain. And then, when I was about ten, I met my god- 
mother in the forest one day. It was my tenth birthday. 
Nobody knows this — except you. 

PRINCE. Except us. 

, PRINCESS. Except us. And she told me what her gift 
meant. It meant that 1 was beautiful — but everybody else 
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was to go on being ignorant, and thinking me plain, until 
my wedding-day. Because, she said, she didn’t want me to 
grow up spoilt and wilful and vain, as I should have done 
if everybody had always been saying how beautiful I was ; 
and the best thing in the world, she said, was to be quite 
sure of yourself, but not to expect admiration from other 
people. So ever since then my mirror has told me I’m 
beautiful, and everybody else thinks me ugly, and I get a 
lot of fun out of it. 

PRINCE. Well, seeing that Dulcibella is the result, 1 can 
only say tliat your godmother was very, very wise. 

PRINCESS. And now tell me your secret. 

PRINCE. It isn’t such a pretty one. You see. Prince Simon 
was going to woo Princess Camilla, and lieM heard that she 
was beautiful and haughty and inipenous — all you would 
have been if your godmother hadn’t been so -wise. And 
being a very ordinary-looking feUow himseF, he was afraid 
she wouldn’t think much of him, so he suggested to one of 
his attendants, a man called Carlo, of extremely attractive 
appearance, that he should pretend to be the Prince, and win 
the Princess’ hand ; and then at the last moment they would 
change places 

PRINCESS. How would they do that ? 

PRINCE. The Prince was going to have been married in 
full armour — with his visor down. 

PRINCESS [laughing happily]. Ob, what fun ! 

PRINCE. Neat, isn't it ? 

PRINCESS [laughing]. Oh, very . . . very . . . very. 

PRINCE. Neat, but not so terribly funny. Why do you 
keep laughing ? 

PRINCESS. Well, that’s another secret. 

PRINCE. If it comes to that, I've got another one up my 
sleeve. Shall we exchange again ? 
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PRINCESS. All right. You go first this time. 

PRINCE. Very well. ... I am not Carlo. up and 

speaki)\^ dramadcally] I am Simon ! — oil' / 

[He sits down and rubs his leg violently. 

PRINCESS [alarmed]. What is it ? 

PRINCE. Cramp. [/« a wild voice, still rubbing] I was saying 
that I was Prince Simon. 

PRINCESS. Shall 1 rub it for you ? (S/ie rubs. 

PRINCE [i/i7/ hopefully]. 1 am Simon. 

PRINCESS. Is that better ? 

PRINCE [despairingly]. I am Simon. 

PRINCESS. I know. 

PRINCE. How did you know ? 

PRINCESS. Well, you told me. 

PRINCE. But oughtn’t you to sw'oon or something ? 

PRINCESS, why ? History records many similar ruses. 

PRINCE [amazed]. Is that so? I’ve never read history. 1 
thought I was being profoundly original. 

PRINCESS. Oh, no ! Now I’ll teU you my secret. For 
reasons very much like your own the Princess Camilla, who 
is held to be extremely plain, feared to. meet Prince Simon. 
Is the drawbridge down yet ? ^ ,, 

PRINCE. Do your people give a 'faint, surprised cheer every 
time it gets down ? 

PRINCESS. Naturally. 

PRINCE. Then it came down about three minutes ago. 

PRINCESS. Ah! Thenatthisverymomentyour man Carlo is 
declaring his passionate love for my maid, Dulcibella. That, 
1 think, is funny. [5o does the prince. He laughs heartily.] 
Dulcibella, by the way, is in love with a man she calls Eg, 
so I hope Carlo isn’t getting carried away. 

prince. Carlo is married to a girl he calls “ the little 
Woman,” so Eg has nothing to fear. 
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PRINCESS. By die way, I don’t know if you heard, but I 
said, or as good as said, that I am the Princess Camilla, 

PRINCE. I wasn’t surprised. Histor)', of which I read a 
great deal, records many similar ruses. 

PRINCESS [laugliiit^]. Simon ! 

PRINCE [lituglung]. Camilla ! [He itmds up.] May I try 
holding you again ? [S/ie nods. He lakes her in his arms and 
kisses her.] Sweedieart ! 

PRINCESS. You see, when you lifted me up before, you 
said, “ You’re very lovely,” and my godmother said that 
die first person to whom I would seem lovely was die man 
I should marry ; so I knew then that you were Simon and 
I should marry you. 

PRINCE. I knew direcdy 1 saw you that I should marry 
you, even if you were Dulcibella. By the way, which of 
you am I marrying ? 

PRINCESS. When she lifts her veil, it will be Camilla. 

[ Voices are heard outside.] Until then it will be Dulcibella. 

PRINCE [in a whisper]. Then good-bye, Camilla, until you 
lift your veil. 

PRINCESS. Good-bye, Simon, until you raise your visor. 

[The KING and queen come in arm-in-arm, followed by 
■ CARLO and DULCIBELLA, also arm-in-arm. The chan- 
cellor precedes them, walking backward, at a loyal 
angle. 

PRINCE [supporting the chancellor as an accident seems 
inevitable]. Careful ! 

[The chancellor turns indignantly round. 

KING. Who and what is this ? More accurately, who and 
what are all these ? 

CARLO. My attendant. Carlo, your Majesty. He will, with 
your Majesty’s permission, prepare me for the ceremony. 

[The PRINCE bows. 
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KING, Of course, of course ! 

QUEEN [to DutaBELLA], Your maid, Duldbella, it not, 
my love? [dulcibella nods violently.] I thought so. [To 
carlo] She will prepare her Royal Highness. 

[The princess curtsies. 
KING. Ah, yes. Yes. Most important, 

PRINCESS [curtsying]. I beg pardon, your Majesty^ if I’ve 
done wrong, but I found the gentleman wandering— — 

KING [aossing to her]. Quite right, my dear, quite right. 
[He pinches her cheek, and takes advantage of this kingly gesture 
to say in a loud whisper] We’ve pulled it off ! 

[They sit down ; the king and queen on their thrones, 
DULCIBELLA OK the PRINCESS’ throne. CARLO stands 
behind dulcibella, the chancellor on the R. of the 
QUEEN, and the prince and princess behind the long 
seat on the left. 

chancellor [consulting documents]. H’r’m ! Have- I youi 
Majesty’s authority to put the final test to his Royal Highness ? 
QUEEN [whispering to the king]. Is this safe ? 

KING [whispering]. Perfectly, my dear, I told him the 
answer a minute ago. [Over his shoulder to carlo] Don’t 
forget. “Dog.” [/l/oKti] Proceed, your Excellency. It is my 
desire that the afiairs of my country should ever be conducted 
in a strictly constitutional manner. 

CHANCELLOR [oratorically]. By the constitution of the coun- 
try, a siutor to her Royal Highness’ hand cannot be deemed 
successful until he has given the correct answer to a riddle. 
[Conversationally] The last suitor answered incorrectly, and 
thus failed to win his bride. 

KING. By a coincidence he fell into the moan 
CHANCELLOR [to CARLO], I have now to ask youf Royal 
Highness if you arc prepared for the ordeal ? 

CARLO [chtefully]. Absolutely. 
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chancellor. I may mention, as a matter, possibly, of some 
slight historical interest to our visitor, that by the constitu- 
tion of the coimCry the same riddle is not allowed to be asked 
on two successive occasions. 

KING [startled]. What’s that ? 

chancellor. This one, it is interesting to recall, was pro- 
pounded exactly a century ago, and we must take it as a 
fortunate omen that it was well and truly solved. 

KING [to the queen]. I may want my sword directly. 

CHANCELLOR. The riddle is this. What is it which has 
four legs and mews like a cat ? 

CARLO [promptly]. A dog. 

KING [still more promptly], Bravo, bravo ! 

[He claps loudly and nudges the queen, who claps too. 

CHANCELLOR [peering at his documents]. According to the 
records of the occasion to which I referred, the corrca 
answer would seem to be 

PRINCESS [to the prince]. Say something, quick ! 

CHANCELLOR. — not dog, but 

PRINCE. Your Majesty, have 1 permission to speak? 
Naturally his Royal Highness could not think of justifjnng 
himself on such an occasion, but I think that with your 
Majesty’s gracious permission, 1 could 

KING. Certainly, certainly. 

PRINCE. In our country, we have an animal to which we 
have given the name ” dog,” or, in the local dialect of the 
more mountainous districts, “ doggie.” It sits by the fireside 
and purrs. ' 

CARLO. That’s right. It purrs like anything. 

PRINCE. When it needs milk, which is its staple food, it 
mews. 

carlo [enf/iiwidslirali}']. Mews like nobody’s business. 

prince. It also has four legs. 



32 


TEN SELECTED ONE-ACT PLAYS 
CARLO. One at each comer. 

PRINCE.^ In some countries, I understand, this animal is 
called a cat.” In one distant country to which his Royal 
Highness^and I penetrated it was called by the very curious 
name of “ hippopotamus.” 

CARLO. Thats nght. [To the prince] Do you remember 
ginger-coloured hippopotamus which used to climb on 
to my shoulder and lick my car ? 

PRINCE. I shall never forget it, sir. [To the king] So you 
see, your Majesty 

KING. Thank you. 1 think that makes it perfectly clear. 
[Finnly to the chancellor] You are about to agree ? 

CHANCELLOR. Undoubtedly, your Majesty. May I be the 
first to congratulate his Royal Highness on solving the riddle 
so accurately ? 

king. You may be the first to see that aU is in order for 
an immediate wedding. 

chancellor. Thank you, your Majesty. 

[He bows and tuithdraws. 

[The KING rises, as do the queen and dulcibella. 
king [to carlo]. Doubtless, Prince Simon, you will wish 
to retire and prepare yourself for the ceremony. 
carlo. Thank you, sir. 

PRINCE. Have I your Majesty’s permission to attend his 
oy Highness ? It is the custom of his country for princes 
° L- L blood to be married in full armour, a matter 

which requires a certain adjustment 

king. Of course, of course. 

[carlo hoios to the king and queen and goes out. As 
the PRINCE is about to follow, the king stops him. 
oung man, you have a quality of quickness which I admire. 

t If my pleasure to reward it in any way which commends 
Itself to you. 
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TRiNCE. Your Majcst)' is ever graaous. May I ask for my 
reward aflcr the ceremony ? 

\He catches the eye of the princess, and they j;ive each 
ether a secret smile. 

king. Certainly. 

[The PRINCE hows and goes out. 
[To dulcibella] Now, young woman, make yourself scarce. 
You ve done your work cxccHcntiy, and wc will sec that 
you and your — what was his name ? 

DULaBEiXA. Eg, your Majesty. 

KING. — tliat you and your Eg arc not forgotten. 

DULCiBELLA. Coo ! [She curtsies and goes out. 

PRINCESS Wait for me, Dulcibclla ! 

king [/o the QUEE.N]. Well, my dear, we may congratulate 
ourselves. As I remember saying to somebody once, “ You 
have not lost a daughter, you have gained a son.” How 
does he strike you ? 

QUEEN. Stupid. 

king. They made a very handsome pair, I thought, he and 
Dulcibella. 

QUEEN. Both stupid. 

king. 1 said nothing about stupidity. What I said was 
that they were both extremely handsome. That is die im- 
portant diing. [Slnifk by a sudden idea] Or isn’t it ? 

QUEEN. What do you think of Prince Simon, Camilla ? 

PRINCESS. 1 adore him. Wc shall be so happy together. 

king. Well, of course you will. 1 told you so. Happy 
ever after. 

QUEEN. Run along now and get ready. 

PRINCESS. Yes, Mother. 

[She throws a kiss to them and goes out. 

king (mix'ioiw/)']. My dear, have we been wrong about 
Camilla all this time ? It seemed to me that she wasn t 

c 
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looking quite so plain as usual just now. Did you notice 
anything ? 

QUEEN [carelessly]. Just the cxdtcment of the marriage. 
KING [relieved]. Ah, yes, that would account for it. 

CURTAIN 
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THE MINSTREL, a typical shotoman, with a streak of the 
moiiiirebaiik in him 

HIS BOY, an iip-anJ-camirig youth, who is overcome hy 
sta^e-fnght at aitical moments 
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nothing mysterious about him He is an educated man oj 
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THE PROLOGUE 


The SCENE is a private room in a medieval inn. 

The MINSTREL and his boy are supposed to he Just Jinishing o 
rehearsal. It ends with a series of jlourishing harp chords, real 
or mimed,- after about the second of which the curtain rises. 

The MINSTREL is seen executing hisfnal chords, seated. Directly 
he has struck the last he springs to his feet and bows right and 
left, smiling, with every sign of surprise and gratification. The' 
BOY meanwhile stands close by, looking most unhappy and 
hardly Joining in at all. The minstrel notices him, looks at 
him as if giving him up in despair, and begins : 

minstrel. Go on, Boy, bow. We have finished, don’t 
you understand ? When you see me bow, you bow. Don’t 
just stand there. 

BOY. No, Master. 

MINSTREL. And do sound a bit more cheerful. 

BOY {more dismally than ever]. Yes, Master. 

MINSTREL. If ever you want to be a minstrel yourself, you 
will have to do better than that, you know, I know to-night 
win be your first appearance, but there is no need to look as 
if you were going to be hanged. Just try to look forward to 
C^tle, to-night ; the hall lit with torches ; us finish- 
ing our piece ; the lords and ladies clapping, and the riff-raff 
s outing and stamping until the dust rises out of the floor- 
reeds in clouds. Can’t you see it. Boy ? 


^ Applications regarding amateur performances ofthis play should 
be addrrased to The University of London Press, Ltd., Little Paul’s 
House, Warwick Square, London, E.C.4. 
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BOY. No, Master. I only wish I could. 

MINSTREL. No imagination. That’s what is wrong with 
you. Listen. Come here. [5(<r, and the boy sits or kneels 
by him.] They are lords and ladies up tlicrc a t the C asde. 
I know ; but all the same, they are delighted to see a minstrd 
andjiear liis ballads. So wouH you be if you had nothing 
to pass ihe'lohg'cv’enings. They sec you and me. They 
hope for the best. They get something better — a brand- 
new ballad, made up by me. You mustn’t throw it all 
away by looking as if you had a pain in your innards. [Rises.] 
Come now. W e’ll even do the end again. Take your place. 
[Takes harp and sits.) We have gone right through. We 
come to the last verse. [Clears throat and declaims] 

So ends the Ballad of Saint George, 

Ye Nobles in this hall. 

We bid you now farewell, and may 
The Lord protect us all ! 

[He bounds up and bows as before, while the boy does his best, 
which is not very good until his master exhorts him.] Go on. 
Lower. Again, lower. And don’t hold yourself in the 
middle. And smile. Smile, Boy. That’s it. And you will 
do better still, to-night, up there. They will give me good, 
red gold, and even a groit or two to you, if only you play 
your part as well as I play mine. So cheer up. Boy. You 
know your lines. 

BOY. Yes, but 1 shall forget every one directly I set eyes 
on those lords and ladies. I know it. If only I could have 
tried my part before somebody else first, even the folk here 
at the inn ! 

MINSTREL. What ! — and risk some other rogue of a minstrel 
getting wind of it, and stealing the good Saint George from 
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us ? Don t you so much as breathe about it. do you hear? 
‘—or I’ll wring your neck for you. 

BOY. Yes, Master. 

MiNSTKEt. Hush. Isn't that somcotic coming alone the 
passage? [A L-iwch at the door.] Now who micht that be ? 
Come in ! 

STB^GER [cntcr/wf’]. oh, pardon, friends. Like a fool I 
hw forgotten which is my room. So I knocked first. No 
ottcncc, I hope. 

MINSTREL. Not a bit, sir, not a bit. ( To hoy, tidio has be^im 
making urgent What's the matter, Boy ? 

BOY. Well, Master — I was tiiinking — couldn’t you get the 

f™an to help us? You know, Mastcr-whatl said- 
near It ? 


U might be a good plan. Come in, 


minstrel. Why, yes. 
sir. Sit you dosvn, sir. 

STRANGER. You arc very good. What can 1 do for you ? 
minstrel. Well, sir, it’s like tliis. Do you mind if I just 
s ut t e oor first ? . . . That’s better. As I was saying, 
sir, avc you a taste for ballads, stories and such, sir ? 
STRANGER. All the World loves a story. 

MiNSTTtEL. Exactly, sir. Well, sir, I am a minstrel and this 
my oy. _To^gl^yc ^ jjg 

^ ne^ous as a cat because tliis is his first appearance in 

n j" pondered if you would be so kind as to hear 

our ballad, to give liim confidence. 

title. Minstrel ? 

^^^iNSTREL. A new one, sir. You can take my word for 

-STSndl •' 

Mer^ Ballad of Good Saint 
George of England.” sir.,“Ahd how he did sla'y the Foul' 
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Dragon,” sir, “Aiidjavc the Fair Princess .” . . . That’s 

him. 

STRANGER. I’m afraid I don’t understand. Minstrel. 

MINSTREL. Him — my boy , sir. H e is to play the part of 
„ the Fair Princess, though he don’t look it, sir, 1 own' StanH 
up. Boy, do, and don’t bite your nails ! But, sir, 1 tliought 
to mpclf, “ Why not ? Most ordinary minstrels speak tlie 
whole ballad right through in their own voice, I know. 
But since there’s a Princess in it,” 1 said to myself, sir, “ why 
not let the boy speak her, while I speak Saint George, and 
the Dragon, and all the rest ? Why not ? ” I said. 

STRANGER. Indeed. Why not ? 

MINSTREL. Ah, sir. You may well ask why not ? Because 
that boy is as like as not to forget every word when it comes 
to the push — Stop scratching your head. Boy, do ! Not 
having spoken a word of it to a living soul before. Which 
brings me back to the question : Will you hear us perform 
it. sir, as before Duke Rollo up at the Castle there ? 

STRANGER. With all my heart. 

MINSTREL. And tell us your honest opinion ? 

STRANGER. If need be. 

MINSTREL. And not say a word of it to a living soul until 
after the first speaking ? 

STRANGER. On my honour. 

MINSTREL. Then — come up. Boy, and stop scratching. 
That’s the worst of sleepmg in a stable, sir. Go over by 
the door there, and be ready to trip on at die proper rime. 
And when 1 say trip, I mean trip, not lumber on like a 
dancing bear in a ploughed field. Go on, now, over by 
the door. ... A good boy, sir, but weak in the head, I 
fear. Now, are you ready. Boy ? 

BOY \dilbering]. Y-yes, Master. 

MINSTREL. Ah, and you sound it ! Well, sir. I’ll just give 
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a chord or two to start us, and tlicn set the harp 
your leave, Tlic boy will have enough to cliink 

without sweet music to bewitch him. Now-rTtr,-''' 

[Slriaent harp chords. 

Lithe and listen, gentlemen. 

Good people in this hall : 

I’ll tell you ie talc of a goodly knight, 

A valiant man and tall. 

’Twas long and long ago he lived 
And won him dcatMcss fame. 

In Palestine he had his home. 

Saint George it was liis name. 

When he to manhood years had come, 

He up and left his home, 

And rode away %vith sword at side 
To serve the King of Rome. 

i.-l 

He had not gone a league, a league, V? '' ' 

A league but ten or more. 

When what should he see but a fair princess, 

And she was weeping sore. ... 

iGiVin^ (he cue again with vinegary emphasis 
And — she — was — weeping — sore. 

[Bellowing] Where’s that boy ? Where is that boy ? What 
are you standing there gapbg for ? Don’t you know that 
weeping sore ” is your line ? Bless my soul ! I’h 
it you again, and just you come tripping on, and weeping 
sore, or you’ll be weeping and sore, and you take my word 
for that. Now then : “ And she was tveeping sore.” [bov 
advances.] That’s better. 
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“ Now what can ail thee, gentle maid, 

That tears should fill thine eye ? ” 

Go on, now ! — “ 1 weep because "... 

BOY. “ I weep because mine end is near. 

Because to-day I die.” 

MINSTREL, Good ! 

BOY. “ Nigh to this place a dragon dwelk 
That every day must dine. 

Each day a fair maid dies by lot. 

To-day’s lot falls to mine.” 

MINSTREL. " Now, by die cross of my good sword, 

’Tis he, not thou, shall die.” 

BOY. “ Oh stay, sir Knight ! Why shouldst thou 
give 

Thy life as well as I ? ” 

MINSTREL. “ Have you no fear for me, fair maid. 

For, as you soon shall sec. 

It is not f shaU fall to him. 

But he shall fall to me.” 

He’s ta’en his trusty blade in hand. 

He’s sought tha^pgon’s lair. 

Despite of poison and flame. 

He’s slain the foul beast there. 

How’s that, sir ? 

STRANGER. As remarkable a ballad as evei I heard. How 
do you end it ? 

MINSTREL. I was just comuig to that, sir. Are you ready. 
Boy ? [He is scratching again.] Stop — that— that’s oettcr. 
Now lithe and listen, gendemen. 

My story strange as true 

STRANGER. Ah, but that’s it : is it ? 
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MINSTREL. I beg pardoii, sir ? Is it what ? 

STRANGER. I mean — die story is certainly strange, but when 
you say it is true, diat is another matter. That dragon and 
princess and brave-hero story has been going die rounds this 
thousand years and more. There is the story of Perseus and 
Andromeda, for example. 

MINSTREL. I can’t say I’ve met the lady, sir. And as for 
what you have just remarked, well, sir. I’ve never diought 
about it. George, and the lady and die dragon, that s how 
it always has been since Richard the Lion Heart came home 
from the Crusades. I don’t know righdy where it was, but 
they say that the King himself found a fine church out there, 
named after the saint — Saint George, that is — with fine crim- 
son roses growing all round ; and presendy, in the heat of 
battle, what should the good king see but the figure of Saint 
George himself, all in shining armour with a red cross on his 
shield, leading our men against the foe 1 

STRANGER. And long may he do so, friend ! Yes, it s a 
great story. But to my mind die true story is finer still> 
even if there is no dragon in it. 

MINSTREL. No dragon, sir ? 

STRANGER. No, nor shining armour nor fair princess. 

MINSTREL. But, sir ! — ^you can’t have a story of that kind 
without a fair princess, surely. 

STRANGER. You Can, friend, and a fine one, too. 

minstrel. Well, sir, one lives and leams. Won’t you tell 
us the story, sir ? We shall be all ears, I promise you. 

If f could tell the story, Minstrel, as you could, 
so that you can seem to see the people, and hear them 
speaking . . . 

MmsTREL. Well, sir, a man can but do his best. I was a 
novice myself, once. So say on, sir, and leave the imagining 
to us. Where does the story begin, sir, and when ? 
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' STRANGER. A thousand years and more ago, in a Roman 
villa near Jerusalem, m Palestine, for Palestine was a Ro man 
province then. You must imagine the room, a fine hand- 
some place, and through the wide dooru'ay you may see the 
olive uees and c)'presses, faint in the heat haze. There is 
an oldish man in the room, rubbing away at something with 
a cloth. Listen to what he is saying. 

[The curtain rises, and Scene I proceeds without a pause. 

INTRODUCTION 

{to he omitted ij the Prologue ts used) 

SPEAKER [appearing bejore the closed nuMiiwj. Saint George, 
Patron Saint of England, whose broad red cross is the basis of 
our flag, and whose day we keep on the twenty-third of 
April — Saint George of England, Saint George for England. 

. . . Every Englishman knows the name, and the picture 
too, yet how many know_anythirig_about_the real man,jthe 
subject ofour play — the S^t Geo rgei' 

Perhaps vt is that same picture that has something to do 
with it ; seeing the writhing dragon belching fire and smoke, 
one is apt to assume that the man striking at him is no more 
than a figure of legend ; chat there never was a real Saint 
George.' But there was, and a great one, too. He was a 
fanious Roman soldier, and he died in the year 304 — you 
will see how and why. 

By the time Richard the Lion Heart went crusading to 
the Holy Land, George had become a saint, with many 
churches to his name. The story goes that the Lion Heart 
came upon one of them, all ringed about with red-rose trees ; 
and presently, when hard pressed in battle, what should he 
see but the soldier-saint himself, all in shining armour with 
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a blood-red cross on the shield, leading our men against the 

But let us leave legend and go back to history. . It.is, Ae 
° 2^.7- Diocletian _is_ Emperor., of ..Rome, 

eorge, a oy of seventeen,- is master of his father’s fine 
«tat^ near Jerusalem — -for-Palestinc was a Roman province 
in ose ys. Imagine the villa set among olives and 
cypresses. It is high morning, and through the wide door- 
way we «n see the trees faint in the heat haze. 

CO IS man in the room is Pasikrates, Master, of 
Ceorge s slaves. 

[The curtain rises. 

SCENE I 

room in the Roman villa near Jerusalem which is Georges 
name. Mid morning. 

°f George's slaves, a man oj about 55, is 
imtably poUshmg a metal tatver or something oJ the kind, 
tohich does not in the least neTdTit. 

pasi^ates. Never in all my bom days did 1 see the like 
ot It. They call this salver bright ! 

yJud^JgT'^ P^^’^^tes I What are 

= »!v«, my Udy Julia. 

of the slave. r'V’ ^moc when has the master 

Ot the slaves taken to polishing salvers ? 

' Slaves, you call them ! 

iiTjemsalem ^ 

Jerusalem in my young days. 

JULIA busying about the room. 

^8 of a spedal day. ^ 
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PASiKRATES. Spccjal day, indeed ! Is diat any reason for 
lca\'ing the house h'ke a pigsty ? Special day ! Anyone 
would think your brotlicr was coming back in triumph from 
the wars, instead of merely setting off to Nicomedia to begin 
his militaty’ training. 

JULIA. Yes. . . . Oh, Pasikrates ! — I can’t tliink of home 
here witliout George. I don’t know what I shall do. 

PASiKKATES. Now, now ! That’s no way for a young 
Roman lady to talk. 

jUUA. No. I ought to pretend not to care — like you. 

PASIKRATES. I ? I pretend ? Absurd ! 

JUUA [sil/in^]. You care, just as much as I do. 

PASIKRATES. Rjdiculous ! Of course 1 don’t. And — and 
if I do — do you think I’m not a man, just because 1 am a 
slave ? Besides, it’s the journey 1 am thinking of, the road 
to Nicomedia. Those hills of judaia and Samaria are alive 
with robbers and brigands and — and who knows what ? 
If only I could go with him ! If only 1 wasn’t so old ! 

JUUA. Old ? Why, you’re not sLxry yet. You’ll never 
be old, Pasikrates. I’ll tell you another thing : it’s not the 
journey you’re thinking of. All tliosc men with him — why, 
they make a small army. Besides, George is almost a man 
now. Seventeen. 

PASIKRATES. Yes. Seventeen. It is hard to credit. It 
seems only yesterday he was so high, and I was teaching 
him to toddle. I found one of the^^ers^^^g to, but I 
soon sent him away wit h a flea in his raf.'‘'Ahd then, before 
a man knew where he was, those niton as you call them 
were teaching him to read and write. Ho\v 1^ hated not 
being able to help '. 1 did try to learn, but hiy fingers wer e 
all Aumbs — cack-handed old fool ! [He stopi being busp.] 

1 suppose it would have been different if your father had 
lived, but somehow I felt 1 had to look after him. He 
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seemed like my own son. Eh ! — I’ve been a proud man to 
see him grow up fit to be heir to all these great estates, fit 
to serve the Emperor . . . And now the day has come. 
It’ll never be the same again. What the Lady Virgilia will 
do, I don’t know. 


JULIA. Yes. Poor Motlier ! . . . 

PASIKRATES [becoming busy again]. But she svon’t show it, 
my Lady Julia, not she. You mark my words : she’ll keep 
a brave face. Yes, and so will we. After all, my Lady 
ju ia, only a year or two, and we shall sec him again. 

JULIA. You, yes. But where shall I be? Married, in a 
far province, who knows ? 


PASIKRATES.^ Now, now ! Thcrc’s no need to expect the 
worst. And Who knows ’ is what nobody knows, as the 
saying is. 


VIRGILIA [off, calling], Julia ! 

PASIKRATO. It’s the Lady Virgilia. Now remember : you 
must help her to bear it. 

JUUA. I’ll try, Pasikrates. 


PASIKRATES. There, there ! I’ll go and fetch my master. 

, [He poes out to garden. 

VIRGILIA [entering], Julia. 

JULIA [breaking down]. Oh. Mother ! 

viRGim. Hush, Julia ! We mustn’t let him see how much 
we shall miss him. 

JULIA. It is so hard. 


jaRGou. Parting is always hard, Julia. [She ri/s.l It » 
time my son was gone. 

GEORGE [appearing at garden entrance]. Mother ! 

“ high time you were away, my son. 

blessine ^ '”!• I m ready. I only wait for your 

\He kneels. 

VIRGILIA. The good God bless you always, my son. Be 
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alwa)'!. upright, unwavering in faith, compassionate, patient, 
and without fear. 
cnoncE. ril try, my mother. 

viRGiuA. And George 

GEORGE. Yes, Motlier ? 

VIRGIUA. Never forget that you were bred a Christian. 
You were baptized as you lay in my arms. The hands were 
laid upon you svhen you were old enough to understand 
the vows you were uiking. Now you must show that you 
did understand. Every chance is open to you, my son. 
The Emperor knows of you. I^t however grcat_a_s,oldicr 
you may be, remember_this : you ser ve die _Emp(n-or,_and 
the Emperor is mighty ; but_ high_aboye _him stands_the 
Living God, with Christ Jesus His Son. First and last you 
are G^T servant, Christ’s man-at-arms. Never be afraid 
to own it. 

^ GEORGE frisiH^]. Afraid ? But, Mother, why should 1 be 
' ' 'afraid ? Back in the days when He said, “ Blessed are ye 
vi^’hen men shall revile you, and persecute you ” — it was 
different tlien. A man needed a stout heart to stand for 
Christ. But tliat’s nearly three hundred years ago. Perse- 
cution is forgotten. It's easy to be a Christian now. 

VIRGIUA. Is it, my son ? I think it will never be easy to i 
be a Christian. You may yet havejm choose be^een_God 
and an emperor, ^etween"great place and shameful death. 

I n^e that time may never comcj but if it does, i'thiSk 
I can trust you to choose right, my son . 

GEORGE. Yes. I think you could trust me — then. [A 
ili^ht pause.] But how gloomy we are ! Good-bye, 
Mother. Good-bye, little sister. Don’t look so sad. Think 
of me sometimes. I shall think of you always, and wish 
you well. Now where is that old rascal, Pasikrates ? [Hf 
goes off by garden door, calling] Pasikrates ! Pasikrates ! . . . 

D 
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VIRGILIA. Come here, Julia. 

JULIA [kneeling by her]. Oh, Mother ! 
viRGiUA. Why should you weep, Uttlc one ? You 11 sec 
him again. I never shall. 

JULIA. How can you say that ? How can you know ? 
VIRGILIA. I do not know how, but I know. [Distant sounds 
of cheerful shouts and stamping hoofs, virgilla rises.] Listen. 
[She goes to the garden door.] He is going. 

[She stands there, with her back to the audience. The 
sounds of farewell shouts increase. Horses are heard to 
break into a gallop. The sound soon fades. JULIA 
remains kneeling, weeping silently. 

Good-bye, my son . . . my son. 

SLOW CURTAIN 

SCENE n 

Seventeen years have passed since the day when George left home 
to begin his military training. The scene is a room in the 
officers’ quarters at Rome. 

The curtain rises, showing Valerius standing at the centre door 
with his back to the audience, waiting for the appearance oj 
GEORGE. CLAUDIUS Would like to do the same thing, but 
would rather die than admit it. He is trying to conceal his 
impatience by whistling unpleasingly as he lounges on a couch 
and casts dice on the low table beside it, now and then moving 
counters accordingly. After a time he stops whistling and 
addresses VALERros in carefully off-hand tones. 

CLAUDIUS. Well, Valerius, my friend, do you sec him yet, 
hunying this way ? 

VALERIUS [irritably]. Sec whom ? 

CLAUDIUS. Whom ? Why, our hero, of course : George. 
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VALERIUS. How do you know I am looking for him ? 

CLAUDIUS. I didn t. 1 guessed. [He whistles again. 

VALERIUS. Do stop tliat wliistling, Claudius ! 

CLAUDIUS. Valerius ! Do remember the respect due to 
your elders. I whistle very well. [Whistles.] A little 
breathy perhaps, but . . . You seem ver)’ sure that George 
will come. 

VALERIUS but not coming down yet]. Of course he 

will come. Why shouldn’t he come ? 

CLAUDIUS. My dear Valerius, you arc very young, and 
your faith in human nature is touching. Our friend is a 
great man now, you must remember. I knew he would be, 
the first day 1 saw him at Nicomedia when we both began 
our military training, seventeen years ago. You’ll see. We 
shall soon be mighty proud to know him. 

VALERIUS. I am proud to know him. 

CLAUDIUS. But will he be proud to know us — now ? 

[He begins whistling. 

VALERIUS [coming down]. Why do you say sneering things 
like that, Claudius ? You know it isn’t true. You don’t 
even mean it. George is not that sort of man. If he were, 
where should I bo ? When I began my training, my father 
commended me to his care — I thought it a frightful nerve — 
just because we both came from Cappadocia. I thought 
he would never even notice me. But if I had been his 
younger brother he could not have done more for me. 

CLAUDIUS. All right, little man. Don’t get hot. I was 
only joking. 

VALERIUS. I don’t think it was terribly funny. 

[5(A on stool. 

CLAUDIUS [throwing down dice box and beginning to move to 
and fro]. To tell you the truth, my dear Valerius, neither do 
I. I was merely trying to hide my better nature. I am as 
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proud of George as you are — prouder, for I have known 
im ten years longer than you. And in die whole time he 
^ as never put a foot wrong. What a record ! Campaign 
^ ^gypt- Loud cheers. Emperor’s bodyguard, Emperor’s 
eye on him. Two years in Persia. Terrific applause. Con- 
tinues his splendid career until this last expedition, the most 
success u t ling he has done. How will the Emperor reward 
ini . Make him a general perhaps, if not governor over 


VALERIUS. I wonder. 

CLAUDIUS. What do you mean, boy : you wonder ? 
What s to stand in his way ? 

VALERIUS. George is a Christian. [Stands and moves away. 
CLAUDIUS. What ! 

VALERIUS. 1 said, George is a Christian. 

CLAUDIUS [kicking up his feet on to the couch with an affectation 

funnv ' ^ -t Valerius, now you are being 

rian perhaps, but funny. George a Chris- 

fact' A ^ ' 3 ^ ^ going to proclaim the 

fact do you Don’t be silly [Throtvs dice. 

mothfr ^i^ndius. Ever since his 

must ha f ^bout it. I think it 

must have been something she said. 

of her i’^tiiaps. He thought a great deal 

before h ‘tittering a£ain] But, my dear fellow, that was 

tZJ ry.°" “HWon. The Emperor 

» t; yrlt'a a”™ '■ ■k' “-e 

different thintr ^tian m those days, but it’s a very 

boltine unri ^ being hounded like vermin, 

stopped like'?t™es.'“[ti'f X’” ‘“h’ 

hatk-srea Chrm.™, ,„J ^ 
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religion ! Fishermen for apostles, and led to glory, once 
upon a time, by a hedge-preacher who ended up on a cross 
bettveen a couple of sneaK-tliieves i The son of a carpenter ! 

VALERIUS [quietly]. Jesus Christ was the Son of God. 

CLAUDIUS (siKi/i^]. Yes ? Well, Valerius, I am not arguing 
that old tale with you again. I say, Valerius ; 

what’s the matter with you ? You needn’t be afraid of me, 
but — but you are not a Cltristian yourself, by any cliance, 
are you ? 

VALERIUS [up at door]. I was bred to it. 

CLAUDIUS. Oh yes ; bred to it. There’s no harm in that. 

1 was bred to drink milk, but I’ve dropped it. The same 
witli you : proclaiming you are a Christian now you arc 
a man is just plain sUly. You — you didn’t think of doing 
so, did you, Valerius ? . . . Did you ? 

VALERIUS. No. I shouldn’t have the courage. 

CLAUDIUS. That’s all right, then. 

VALERIUS. Is it ? [Comes down.] Claudius, you may say 
what you like about these Christians and their religion, but 
it gives diem a terrible courage. Facing death on the field 
of battle — that’s all in the day’s work ; but to let yourself 
be dragged out in cold blood into the arena, [with growing 
excitement] and have wild beasts turned loose on you, and 
stand there under all those jeering faces ; to be soaked in | 
oil and burned like a stmking candle. ... 

CLAUDIUS. Hush ! [He runs up to door and looks out, then 
back to VALERIUS, who has moved down right.] He’s coming. 
Valerius, I take back every word. [Kindly] Pull yourself 
together now, boy. You needn’t worry. He won’t make 
a fool of himself, you will sec. [georgb appears at door. 

CLAUDIUS. George ! [Goes to hint, and they come down. 

GEORGE. Claudius ! It’s good to sec you again, old friend.. 
And Valerius. . . . Why, what’s the matter ? 
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CLAUDIUS [shielding him till he regains control]. Oh, don t 
take any notice of him, George. You know our h’tdc 
Valerius : working himself up in an argument, that’s all. 
Well, man ? How are you ? Has his Mightiness made 
you Deputy Emperor on full pay ? 

GEORGE. I haven’t seen the Emperor yet. 

CLAUDIUS. Mark the confidence, Valerius ; mark the sol- 
dierly calm. ‘ I have not seen die Emperor yet 1 ” No 
haste, mark you. To-morrow will do as well as to-day to 
be made governor or what not. 

GEORGE [quietly], I doubt whether I shall be made governor, 
Claudius, or anything else, to-day or to-morrow or the next 
day for that matter. 

CLAUDIUS. Oh, now ! Your modesty was always your 
greatest charm, George ; but don’t overdo it. Why not, 
pray? 

GEORGE. You seem to forget, Claudius : I’m a Chris- 
tian. 

VALERIUS [turning]. There ! What did I tell you ? That 
was what we were arguing about, 

CLAUDIUS. Wait a minute, Valerius, wait a minute. 
George, you don’t really mean you are going to tell the 
Emperor you are a Christian ? 

GEORGE. Of course. What else should I do ? 

CLAUDIUS [after a rocket whistle], Valerius, once more 1 
take it all back, because — he’s mad. I respect your courage, 
^orge, but you are — stark, staring mad. And yet, I don’t 
raow ; probably the Emperor will merely say “ A Chris- 
tim, George ? That s all right, my boy,” or words to that 
cSect. As long as you bow the knee in the house of 

^mon like your fiiend ” What was his name ?— 

■the high-class leper, you remember ... 

GEORGE. Naaman the Syrian. 
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CLAUDIUS. Thar’s the one. I thought you told that story 
rather well, by the way, George. 

GEORGE. Did I ? But it isn’t quite to die point, Claudius. 
You sec, it isn’t so much m^’sclf 1 am thinking about. I 
am going to ask the Emperor to treat the Christians as he 
used to. 

CLAUDIUS. I said he was mad. . . . George, you don’t 
seriously mean that ? 

GEORGE. I do. 

CLAUDIUS. You ... oh well, if you do, you do. But I 
hope you won’t choose a spell when Valerius and I arc on 
bodyguard. I should hate to have to drag off the friend of 
my youth to die torture. 

GEORGE. You think it will be that, Claudius ? 

CLAUDIUS. I don't think anything about it, George. It 
will be diat, and then death 

VALERIUS. Don’t ! [Suddenly sits, his face away from them. 

CLAUDIUS. You sec, George, our Valerius agrees. And of 
what use will that be to your cause ? What use is it to any 
cause, just meekly dying for it ? 

GEORGE. Sometimes to die for a cause may be the only 
thing, Claudius. . . . [CheeTftilly, turning away] But why 
jump to the worst ? Fortunately the Emperor chooses to 
think well of me. More than once he has even asked my 
opinion. 

CLAUDIUS. Oh yes ! — and luckily for your opinion, it hap- 
pened to jump with his. Don’t be a fool, George. You 
know as well as I do ; Diocletian can be the most charming 
of men if he happens to be in the mood, and you happen 
to fit it ; but cross him, you or anyone else, and you will 
sec. It’s the same with all these dictators who have risen 
from the ranks. Diocletian began as a nobody from Dal- 
matia, and now what is he ? — a god to every Roman with 
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an easy knee. Could I stand such sudden glory ? Could 
you ? No. No man could. It makes them mad — especially 
when they happen to be afraid. 

VALERTOS. Diocletian ? Afraid ? Afraid of what ? 

CLAUDIUS. Afraid of these little Christians, Valerius. 

VALERIUS \rUwg]. But that’s absurd. Why should he 
be ? 

CLAUDIUS. Don’t ask me. Ask the Emperor — and then 
run for dear life. But what I tell you is true : for sorrx 
reason Diocletian fears Jesus, The Emperor fears the Car- 
penter s Son, God’s Son, call Him what you like. Well, 
I have warned you, my friend : don’t do it. Or at any 
rate, take time. 

GEORGE. I am taking time. 1 have applied for immediate 
home leave. \Tums up lowards door. 

CLAUDIUS [tneanin£ly]. Oh ! 

VALERIUS. You — you are going home ? 

GEORGE. Yes. 

CLAUDIUS [cynically^. Business ? 

GEORGE. Yes, Clauius. Private business. 

CLAUDIUS. Ah ! When do you go ? 

GEORGE. Within the hour, I shall see you again first. 

CLAUDIUS. Good. But in case you don’t, my dear George, 
good-bye. 

[george goes. CLAUDIUS flings bimselj on the couch and 
begins whistling and throwing the dice, but most un- 
cheetfuUy. Valerius has turned away downstage and 
is staring before him. 

Well, my Valerius, why are you stanng like that ? 

VALERIUS [as if to himself]. After all that fine talk he’s— 
he s running away. 

[CLAUDIUS springs to his feet, flinging down the dice. 
Crossing the stage savagely, he swings Valerius round 
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by the shoulder He may think the same as valemus, 
hut he is not going to let anyone say it. 

CLAVTUVS. what’s tliat ? You c^'nicai young beast ! — say 
that again and I’ll knock you down. Go on ! Say it ! 

VALERIUS. Weil, you thought so yourself, or why did you 
say “ Oh ” like that ? 

CLAUDIUS. The idea did cross my mind. Then I thought 
what a cad I was. [He turns away.] But — I wish you were 
right, Valerius. How I svish you were right ! 

[He stands staring blankly and whistling ruefully under his 
breath. Valerius has turned away and is staring at the 
door by which george left. There is a pause, that 

QUICK CURTAIN 

SCENE m 

A few days later, in George’s home near Jerusalem, pasikrates 
is moving slowly about his self-appointed tasks. Nothing is 
changed in the room since that day, so long ago, when GEORGE 
rode away in high heart. But pasikrates is an old man now, 
though still sturdy, and he moves nimbly enough as he lights 
the tapers. 

Soon after the curtains part pasikrates stops and listens. Jt 
sounds as if there is someone moving out in the moonlit garden. 
But he concludes that he was mistaken. As he is lighting the 
last candle he hears a low whistle, and quickly extinguishes 
his taper. 

PASKBATES. Who’s there? [The whistle again, nearer.] 
Who’s there, I say ? 

GEORGE [appearing in the garden doorway]. Quiedy, old 
friend ! 

PASIKRATES. Master 1 
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GEORGE [taking his hand\. Well, Pasikrates, is that all you 
have to say : “ Master ” ? 

PASIKRATES. Oh, Master, I am too glad to begin. I should 
■^Abble for a week on end. I was — I was just lighting the 
last taper. 

[He turns away under pretext of putting away the taper. 

GEORGE. So I sec. Is there company, then ? 

I PASIKRATES. No. I was lighting it for you. Always the 
house is prepared— lights, your bed ready— so that if you 
\ come . . . 

GEORGE [sitting]. And now I am come, and in a strange 
&hion. You needn’t be afraid, Pasikrates. I haven’t been 
getting into trouble. 

PASIKRATES. Master ! As if I should think such a thing ! 

GEORGE. You may have cause to, before long. 

PASIKRATES. Before long can wait. What am I thinking 
of? You must be hungry. I’ll call the . . . 

[Moving to house door. 
^ GEORGE. No, don’t. I don’t want anyone but you to 
know I am here. I can only stay an hour, and there is so 
much to do. I want to do it first. Then you shall bring 
me food yourself. 

pasikrates [coming to him]. What is the matter. Master ? 

G EORGE. The Em peror-hasBanned Christians, Pasikrates. 

pasikrates. Ah ! And so you have fledTh secret.”^ 

GEORGE. Pasikrates ! Would you have me do that ? 

eventeen years ago, the day I went away, in this very 
room, my mother said, “ “^u jnay yet have to make__the 

^between God and the Emperor, between great 
place and'shame fia de ath.” 

PASiKRATET[m7n/n^aWy]. Yes, Master, So now the rime 
. nas come. 

GEORGE. Perhaps, perhaps not. Don’t fear too much. I 
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am going to beg the Emperor to show mere)’ to all Cliristians. 
"^imk'hemiayr 

PASIKRATES. Do you, Master ? 1 am only a silly old fellow, 
but, from what I hear, eniRerors arc strange, wilful men. 

GEORGE. Yes, I have been told all that. So there is nqdung 
to do but to hope all may be well, and to prepare in case 
Jt_isjaot. That is wHy'Fanr“Iiere. Time would be brief, 
then, and give me no chance of doing what I have in mind. 
Pasikrates ! 

PASIKRATES Yes, Master? 

GEORGE. I w’ant you to listen carefully. You see .this paper 
here ? 

PASIKRATES. Yes, Master. 

GEORGE. It makes you a free man, Pasikrates. . . . 

PASIKRATES. But — but I don’t want to be a free man. 
Master. 

GEORGE. I know — or you would have been, this many a 
year. 

PASIKRATES. It is SO hard to be free. Master — so much easier 
t o ser ve. 

GEORGE [tts if to himself]. Sometimes to s erve is h ard, 
Pasjkrates. . . . But you would not wish to be sold to * 
another master ? 

PASIKRATES. You will always be my master, whatever 
happens. 

GEORGE. And_,ypu wiU^lways be my ^nd. Well, take 
it. It frees you, as I say. Now ^his oAer deed : it frees 
the slaves. Presently you must give me their names to set 
dotvn. But first — this third pap er is my .will, and it gives 
you certain things to do. To-morrow you will begin to 
sell all tliat is mine. 

PASIKRATES. To-morrow, Master ? 

GEORGE. To-morrow. Gamaliel — ^you know, injerusalem 
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— he will tell you what to do with jhe mon ey. So me will 
be for you, some for the freed men. The rest you will hold 
in case 1 need it. If not — ifjU news comes of me — it_wih 
be.divided also. It is all here. 

PASiKRATES. But the Lady Julia, Master ? 

GEORGE, she and her children have more than enough, in 
Spain. 

PASIKRATES But, Master ! — what should I do with so much 
money ? 

GEORGE. As your good sense tells you, Pasikrates. One 
thing you shall do for me. Bjuy_yourself the sma U fan n;~ 
you know the one I mgan. Bring my body home to bury 
underj^ great olive-tree. 

PASIKRATES. Where I caught you climbing that time ? 
Oh, Master. . . . 

GEORGE. Yes, those were good days. We shall never .for- 
get. But there is no time now. Give me the names of the 
slaves, and then some food, and then . . . 

pasikrates ^bringing the writing-table dotvii]. Oh, Master, 
Master ! — I pray the good God it may never come to that. 

GEORGE. Amen. .It is in the hands of God. Now, the 
names, in order of years of faithful service, 

pasikrates. Yes, Master. Now let me see, let me sec. 
First there is Simon [george repeats each name ajter him while 
writing it], then Lucas, . . . then Andrew, . . . then Malachi, 
. . . then Gideon, . . , then John, then . . 

[The curtains have gradually been closing, and now, quietly, 


CURTAIN 
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SCENE IV 

A room in the palace oj Diocletian, cxaudius is staniliii^ stub- 
bornly down left, his back slightly turned on george beside 
him, who is looking up towards the centre door. Presently 
GEORGE turns as if resuming argument. 

GEORGE. Claudius. 

CLAUDIUS [gruffly]. What is it ? 

GEORGE. I wish you would go. 

CLAUDIUS. As I told you before, George, here I am, and 

here I stay 

GEORGE. But what IS the use ? If the Emperor is as reason- 
able as I hope, I shan’t need you ; and if he is not — well, 
it will do you no good to be witli me. 

CLAUDIUS. Ha ! Do you think anybody is going to take 
me for a Christian ? No, save your breath, George, and 
I’ll save mine, unless I can persuade you, even now. . . . 
George, he’ll be coming through that door in a moment. 
Change yqurjnind. Don’t be a fool, man. You are throw- 
ing away everything. What is the use ? Keep your mouth 
shut, and who knows what good you may be able to do your 
Christian finends ? Open it, as you propose to do, and . . . 
GEORGE. Hush ! He is coming. 

[There are distant marching feet, a word of command, and 
grounding of arms. 

CLAtJDius [urgently]. George. — 

[Before he can say more diocletun appears in the door- 
way. 

GEORGE. Hail, Ciesar ! 

CLAUDIUS. Hail, Caesar ! 

DIOCLETIAN [graciously, approaching]. George ! So at last 
you have presented youKelf. I am glad. You should havc^ 
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done so before going on your leave. You would have been 
welcome. 

GEORGE. Your pardon, Ca:sar. My_busincss_.was^ac home, 
and it was of urgency. 

DIOCLETIAN [jocularl}']. So ? So ! Then we will not be 
so indiscreet as to enquire more closely. {He goes to his 
throne and sits.\ George, I have heard of your conduct of 
the expedition. It was no less than I expected of you, and 
no better, since it could hardly be that. As always,- you 
have earned the thanks of Rome, and of your Emperor. 
GEORGE. You are very kind. 

DIOCLETIAN. No ; I know an outstanding man when I see 
one. You had already given the world an idea of your 
worth. This last venture has confirmed it. Now, I think, 
the time for expeditions is past. You are fit for larger and 
more setded office. The question is, in what way to use 
you best. You know your own capacity, and your own 
suggestion may well be the best one. You nwy^k whateyer 
greatjdace you dMire.,, 

GEORGE. Whatever I desire, Caesar ? 

DIOCLETIAN. We have said it. Take time to think, if you 
wish. 

GEORGE. There is no need, Caesar. There _is_one_thing 
ab ove all eke I desire. 

DIOCLETIAN. It is yours before you ask. What is it ? 
GEORGE [kneeUng{. T hat you should show r nerc y to all 
Christ ians, Caesar. * 

^DIOCLEITAN. ^i^at ? 

CLADDIUS [coming over], Caesar ! May I speak ? 
DIOCLETIAN [dangerouslY smooth]. You, Claudius ? Speak ? 
But why should you ? For a moment he surprised me, but 
• . . [cLAUDiDs gives up and drifts away up stage, presently 
returning left, george rises.] My friend, I think you spoke 
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Qiristians. There must be some good reason why you 
shoi^^^jmncerncd wi^jjMplc so unimportant. 

GEORGE. Ctesar, if they arc so unimportant, they are surely 
not worth your anger.. The lion does not concern itself 
svith the lamb. These people set themselves in no man’s 
path. All they ask is to be let alone. Truly, Rome has no 
better citi2ens. , ,, 

DIOCLETIAN blit Still quict]. Then why do they refuse 

to salute the statues of Rome’s divine Emperors ? 

GEORGE. They mean no disrespect, Caesar. But ^e Chris- 
t ian faith names but one God , a jealous God. “ Thou shalt 
have none other gods but me,” says the commandment. 
Trust them, Caesar. You shall 6nd no men more loyal. 

■ DIOCLETIAN [faster, hut still quiet], I doubt diat. They are 
• sejlitious. They seek empire. They may have deceived you, 
but they do not deceive Ca^ar. What docs their favourite — 
prayer say ? _^‘,Thy kingdom come.” 

GEORGE. But, Casar, if the Christians were mdecd plotters, 
would they admit it so openly ? !' Th)’ kingdom ” — they ^ 
mean the unseen kingdom of God the Father. That is no 
earthly kingdom. It^is the kingdorn of fai^, ofjoye,_a ~ 
Imgdom in the hearts of men. 

DIOCLETIAN. I do not undentand tliat — and what 1 do not 
understand, 1 distrusL I distrust these Christians. Why 
have they no temple to their God among the many jtemples 
of Rome — a temple svith its own altar and image ? That 
I could understand. 

[He grips the arms oj lits chatt^^^ His excitement is growing. 

GEORGE. Ctesar, the God of Israel’ dwells not in temples 
made wit h hands. His temple is_in_Ae hearts of those_that_ - 
love and serve Him : such a temple is not easy to 
destroy. 

DIOCLETIAN, But I will destroy^ic, and all that follow it — 
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bum them, cut them down like the foul weeds they are, 
c ru sK'them . . . 

GEORGE. And by the same token, Caesar, they will jurely 
live. Bum them, and they grow again. Cut them .dov^) 
and they spring again from the roots. Cnis h them ,_,^d 
y^u do but drive them underground. 

DIOCLETIAN [shoutiiig]. Enough ! [Qw/e/ again, but angry] 
I commend your frankness^ but you will do well to carry 
it no farther. You have said enough. In another it might 
well have been too much. Too much, you understand ? 

GEORGE. I understand, Caesar. 

DIOCLETIAN [smoothly]. Then we may begin again. 
thought_to make you. governor of ten cities. Could you 
undertake so much ? 

GEORGE. Caesar, I could not. 

DIOCLETIAN. You are too modest. Why not ? 

GEORGE. Have I not already given reason enough, Caesar ? 

DIOCLETIAN fiHore dangerously smooth]. Yes ? Then your 
reason passed me by, or I chose not to hear it. 

GEO RGE. C3;s ar, J .am. a .Christian, 

DIOCLETIAN [breaking out]. Again ? You tell me so to my 
fa.ee ? Did I not say that I chose not to hear ? Did I not 
show, so that even the blindest fool could see, that tlie sub- 
ject was at an end ? Yet _you say to me, to me, I ^tu 
^ -Christian.” Take care.' You“"go'hoo’ far." You forget 
yourself. 

GEORGE. No, Caesar ; 1 remember myself. 

DIOCLETIAN. Be jjlent. You are no Christian. [Quie‘ 
again, but raging] My coinmand has gone out, Aerc_.is,no 
the anns of Rome. 

GEORGE^j/onder]. Then, C aesar, I am no more under jbe 
-5rn35_of.Rqmc ; foT a Christiain~am7”an3 a Christian 1 
must be. . - . 
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DIOCLETIAN deadly quiet]. So ! . . . You are under 

arrest. [Suddenly mad because no one moves, b awling] Take 
him ! Take him, do you hear ? You — ^you — what’s your 
name ? — Claudius — just now you had something to say. 
Now you have something to do. [Q/zic/er] Take him. [But 
CLAtrorus makes a gesture as if he were going to implore mercy, 
and he is off Again] Take him, do you hear ? [claudius takes 
George’s downstage wrist and puts the other hand on that shoulder, 
standing behind him. This seems to appease Diocletian for at 
moment, and he speaks quietly. But soon fhe^gy off his fears 
has him again, and he works up to a rant.] I will not have 
these Christians. I will not have them, praying secretly to 
their secret God in His secret working against me 

in secret — and, when they are snipked out, defying me with 
their meekness. I will crush them — crush tliem. I, Caisar, 
have said it. [He moves to the centre door.] And you — ^you 
a Christian ! We shall see what the torture will do. Take 
him away. 

[And he goes raging out oj sight, still shouting : Take 
him away ! Take him away ! 

[ There is a moment’s pause, no one moving. The guards 
move smartly off after Diocletian. Then, at a 
moderate pace, with the two friends still not moving, 
but slightly turned to the Emperor’s exit, 

CURTAIN 

SC^NE V 

A cell. GEORGE, very white, is lying on a rough couch, his wrists 
and ankles lightly manacled. Near him on the floor is a 
pitcher of water. A guard («/ any) stands at the entry. 

After a moment’s pause, during which he lies in utter exhaustion, 

a 
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GEORGE raisei himself painfully on one elboiu and slowly 
reaches for the pitcher. CLAtrorus is heard approaching. Hr 
appears at the door Just as george gives up the struggle an 
falls hack with a faint groan. He signs the GUARD away an 
comes down quietly. 

CLAUDIUS. What is it ? 

GEORGE. Claudius ! You ! 

CLAUDIUS. Hush. Lie still. I bribed the guard to let me 
be with you riU— just these few minutes. 

GEORGE. You are a good friend, Claudius. 

CLAUDIUS. Rubbish ! What was it you were wanting ? 
GEORGE. Water. It must have tom awav the muscles o 
my shoulder — the 'rack . " 1 can’t lift the pitcher. 

CLAUDIUS. The beasts ! [Lifting the pitcher] I’U help you 
up. Gendy now. . . . [After george has drunk and is down 
again] There. Is that better ? 

GEORGE. Yes. . . . Claudius, I am glad you came, but you 
should have left me. In a way it would have been . . • easier. 
CLAUDIUS. Don’t talk so much. Drink some more. 

[He helps him again with extraordinary gentleness. 
GEORGE. Oh, Claudius ! — the spirit is w illingJbU- t t he 
is very wreak— 

[That is too much for Claudius. He moves sharply to 
the other side. A pause. 

[Without movement] Who is that ? 
cnAunros. Where? 

GEORGE. Coming. 
exAUDros. I hear nothing. 

[george lies still. Claudius turns to look at the door. 
Suddenly, silently, he tvhips up to it Just in time to slop 
VALERIUS from coming down. He speaks in a fierce 
undertone. 

What do you want ? This is no place for you, now. 
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VALERIUS {heg^ing quietly], I had to see him. Claudius, I 
won’t . . . 

GEORGE. Is that Valerius ? Let him stay, Claudius. 

CLAUDIUS \letting him go and stepping aside, left oj door, 
irritably]. Oh, very well, but . . . 

[VALERIUS moves quickly round the foot of the couch and 
drops on one knee, 

GEORGE. 1 am glad you came, Valerius. I wanted to say 
good-bye. 

VALERIUS [in a swift excited undertone]. Not good-bye. . . . 
George — there is still time. You mustn’t die. Listen : you 
need not change at all — not in your heart. They don’t really 
care what you believe. It is only what you say. George 
— all you have to do is to say you deny Christ— just say it, 
George, that is all, and then . . . 

GEORGE. Valerius . . . would you do that ? . . . Would 
you, Valerius ? . . . Valerius, Christ is King. 

[With a cry Valerius sinks bac^, covering his face with 
his forearm, Claudius, unable to bear any more of it, 
comes swiftly round the foot of the couch and puts a hand 
on his shoulder, 

CLAUDIUS. Come away, Valerius. 

[CLAUDIUS gets him up by the door, and then lets go at 
him in the same fierce undertone. 

Need you have said that ? Do you think he would, just to 
save his body, even if it were worth saving, as it is — ^now ? 
Deny Christ ? — he deny Christ ?~a few minutes before they 
execute hirvi ? Where’s your imagination ? Isn’t it hard 
enough for him as it is, without you and your confounded 
chatter ? 

VALERIUS [tvretchedly]. Oh, let me alone, Claudius. . . . 
Claudius, 1 can’t bear it. If only I could do something ! 

CLAUDIUS. You can. 
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VALERIUS. What? 

CLAUDIUS. Keep quiet. 

GEORGE. Claudius. 

CLAUDIUS [to VALERIUS, signing to the passage at the floor]. 
Wait out there. [Coming down to george] Yes i 

GEORGE. Claudius ... he is so — so young. fiPQJiJc} 
hariiLjcomejo him, Claudius. Take care of WnL 

CLAUDIUS. Me ? I’m a fine one for taking care of him • 
GEORGE. Yes. None better. ... It must be nearly time, 
isn’t it ? 

CLAUDIUS. Yes, nearly, now. 

GEORGE. The bell will sound soon. . . . You won t go, 
Claudius, will you ? I seem stronger when you^,_arc by- 
You help, Claudius. 

CLAUDIUS. I don’t sec how — an old p^an like me. . . ■ 

[A deep bell begins to sound, and continues till further note. 
GEORGE. There it is. 

VALERIUS [horrified, to hitnielf]. The bell ! 

[The sound seems to have given george a new courage 
and energy, though his body is as useless as ever. He 
speaks in quite a new way. 

j GEORGE. Claudius. I don’t want them to have to fete 
i me, not here. I want to get to that door, at least. The 
I outer door, if I can. If I could only stand up. ... 

[He begins to try, Claudius standing above him and u’lse y 
refraining from helping. 

VALERIUS. George ! Let me . . . 

CLAUDIUS [fiercely quiet, barring his way]. Will you keep 
out of this ? — ^keep out and stay out ? [Quelled, VALERitlS 
hacks to his former place. By this time george has managed tt> 
stand. He faces audience. Claudius comes round the end oj the 
couch to his help.] Well done, old friend ! Easily oow- 
Put some weight on my arm. 
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GEORGE. Just to get . . . to tte door. Once I can get . . . 
to the door. 

[TJ;ey move slowly up. Valerius comes down and stands 
a little away left. He understands at last that Claudius 
can help more than he can. At last they reach the door. 

CLAUDIUS. Bravely done ! 

GEORGE. Don’t move yet. Not just yet. [He breathes 
several /hnes.] You can take your arm away now. [Care- 
fully he turns to the way by which the others first came on.] 
Good-bye. . . . Lord, Ibelieve. Help thou my . . . unbelief. 

[Then slowly, hut with dignity, he passes out of sight. 
VALERIUS, overcome, comes dotvn stage, left. Claudius 
looks along passage as if watching George’s back. 

CLAUDIUS. He has reached the door. They are opening it. 

[The hell grotvs louder, and words of command are heard. 
These are then cut dotvn, with the bell, by closing a 
door. This seems to Jerk Valerius awake, and he turns I 
up stage in a state of painful excitement. 

VALERIUS. I am going out. 

CLAUDIUS [turning with such determination that Valerius 
stops]. You’ll stay here. 

VALERIUS. I shall not. Why should I ? 

CLAUDIUS. Why ? — because he told me to take care of you, 
that’s why. 

[VALERIUS moves up with determination. Claudius 
springs down, catches him by the ivrists, and forces him 
down towards left. 

Stand still, can’t you ? . . . Listen. 

VALERIUS. The bell has stopped ! 

CLAUDIUS. Yes. 

VALERIUS. Let me go. Let me go, will you ! 

CLAUDIUS. No. Move, and I’ll break your arms. Be 
quiet. Listen. 
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[After a slight pause t here is a siitgle stTokc ojijhe_hS- 
CLAxiTOU^ fe Vale rius’s hands drop . All the 
has gone out of the young man no to george 
He just covers his face while Claudius moves up on 
to the steps and stands there like a statue. Valerius 
presently begins to speak, weakly at first, but with suet 
excitement later that he does not care who hears him. 
VALERIUS, oh God, why did you let him die ? Why > 
you let him die ? What’s the use of his dying ? What is 
the use of him, now ? He could have done so much more, 
living. He ought to have lived until all the world knew . . • 
what I know . . . now. [He turns and shouts hysterica y\ 
Christ is King ! Christ is . . . , 

[He is stopped by Claudius, who springs down, terrifiei, 
claps a hand over his mouth and forces him down to 
his knees. 

CLAUDIUS. Be quiet, you fool ! Do you want them to 
hear you, out there ? Get into trouble if you must, bm 
don’t drag me in as evidence. What good do you think 
you are doing him by your screaming ? You don t know 
what you are saying. 

VALERIUS. I do. I do, Claudius. 1 didn’t, but I do now. 
'^Christ is King, Claudius. 

[It is CLAUDIUS who is losing Jiis nerve. now. JleJeels 
himselfibeina helplr^^ly lirawn nn a wa y he dp eSjtoL 
u{atit_Jff^go,^ Before Valerius can finish he claps his 
hands over his ears and makes for the door. ^ 

CLAUDIUS. Don’t say it. Be quiet, will you ? I won t 
stay here. I didn’t hear. you.. Do you understand ? ’1 
wasn t here. I didn’t hear what you said. If they say to 
you . . . 

VALERIUS [as if to himselfj. An hour ago, just a iitdc 
' he had all life before him. And now the story is — ended- 
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{Th e idea seems to ciatoiusj)ii( of his panic. He 
repeats the word, and then comes down almost slowly, 
and stands looking down at Valerius. 

CLAUDIUS. Elided.? . . . His story ende d ? Yqu_ don’t 
know what you are saying. His story is hardlyjji^un. 

VALERIUS isimply, looking up at him]. Claudius, what do you 
mean ? 

CLAUDIUS [quite quietly, towards audience]. I mean . . . diis 
day Casar has destroyed his own image, and a new Jaith 
fiM taken root in its place. He may be the first, but many 

will follow after. . . . What was it he said ? “ By the 

same token, C^sar, they^will surely live. Cr ush them , and 
yqu_do..but drive .them underground. Bum thcm,^d they 
g row ag ain. Cut them down, and they spring again from 
the_roots.” ... It was my friend said that. My fnend . . . 
[With sudden excitement] — ^he was my fiiend, Valerius. [He 
runs to the steps and speaks loudly] He was my friend. [Then 
all the excitement drops from him, and he repeats like a child] 
Lord. I believe. H elp. thou my unbehef. [And then, raising 
his arms, cries out splendidly, for all to hear] Christ is King ! 
Christ is King ! 
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A COMEDY 

by 

David Scott Daniell 


CHARACTERS 

SIMON, d kindly, rather humble servant, devoted to, but 
nervous of, his employer— Master IVilliam Shakespeare. 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, a^ed 36. Dressed as in the 
Droeshout engraving if possible. He is a aillured, sensitive 
man of quiet moods. 

^^®ERT CECIL, about the same age as William 
speare. Slightly pompous and very dignified. His 
costume is of the court : short cloak, beautiful sword, 
gloves, etc. 


UU L “'ho is near the end oj her days, 

a oug 0 , is vigorous. She is dressed in traditional 
agnficence. At first she is veiled. Her voice should be 
. eommanding, but she has the wits to appreciate 

tgenceand good humour. She is in a good mood but 
h r steely Tudor arrogance will peep through. 



This play was first produced by Bertha Waddell 
at the Children’s Theatre in 1941 with the 
following cast ; 

Simon .... THOMAS MERCER 
William Shakespeare . JAMES GIBSON 

Sir Robert Cecil . . GRAHAM SQUIRE 
Queen Elizabeth . . BERTHA WADDELL 
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DAVID SCOTT DANIELL is the author of four 
novels — Mornings at Seven, Young English, The 
Time of Singing, and Nicholas Wilde— and of two 
collections of children’s plays, Childrens Theatre 
Plays and More Childrens Theatre Plays. 

He has written many radio plays, particularly for 
school broadcasts, and The Queen and Mr Shake- 
speare has been broadcast twice in The Childrens 
Hour. 

This little play is not history. It is not based on 
fact, nor even on probabilities. But it is possible. 
There is a certain proportion of fact in it, and the 
rest is made up of authenticated legends and fiction. 
For example, William Shakespeare was lodging in 
London at the time of the play ; he was working 
on Hamlet and there is a pleasant legend that Queen 
Elizabeth did invite him to write a new play about 
the fat knight. Moreover, the grant of arms was 
made about this rime, and to die poet’s father, a 
discredited provindal business man. 

So it is with the rest of the play. It is a story, 
but it might have happened, or shall we say, it could 
have happened. Perhaps it did, perhaps it did not. 
But after all, the play’s the thing.” 



THE QUEEN 
AND MR SHAKESPEARE^ 


TIME : An afternoon in early summer, 1600. 

SCENE ; The principal room in Mr William Shakespeare’s lodgings 
on Bankside, London. It is on the fast floor. There is a 
long casement window at the back, overlooking the Thames, 
and the audience might be able to see the roofs and spires, all 
higgledy-piggledy, of old London in the distance, mounting 
upward. / / 

Under the window is a stout oak table, oj the refectory type. At 
one aid of the table there is a chair on which william Shake- 
speare sits, writing. There are quills in front of him and 
two ink-horns. A pile of paper, and many sheets, written on, 
'are scattered on the table and some have oveflowed on to the 
floor. One has fallen down behind the table. He cannot see 
it ; the audience can. 

For the rest,Jurnish it as is convenient: fireplace in the left wall, 
and a door between it and the audience ; another door in the 
opposite wall. The first door leads from the street entrance, 
the second to Shakespeare’s bedroom. There is a chest, 
with large books on it, folios, and family-bible type of books ; 
two or three stolid chairs or benches; one chair by the fire, 
with a small table near it. On this are a jar and some pipes, 
n long cl ay “ churchwardens.” On the wall opposite to the 
^ ■ fireplace is a corner-piece with a airtain in front of it, a hanging 
wardrobe, large enough to hold cloaks and swords — and large^^ 
enough for a lady wearing a farthinga le to hide behind. 

* Applications regarding amateur performances of this play should 
be addressed to Messrs G. Harrap and Co. Ltd., 182 High Holbom, 
London, W.C.r. 
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For atmosphere : a sword and belt behind the bedroom door, 
plumed hat if possible on a stool, and two 
bottle of wine. . 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 15 Writing hard. He is absorbed m 
work, and writes in spasms. Sometimes he looks oUt oj t e 
window, sometimes he speaks a phrase to himself, moving 
left hand as though he is feeling its weight in his hand. ^ 
other times he rumples his hair. Hold this long enough ft 
the audience to get used to him. He finishes a page, pvs es 
it aside quickly, and continues. 

Enter simon. He knocks at the door once or twice first, but S- 

takes no notice, so he comes in, peering round, and then, std wg 
in, stands down stage looking at his master. . 

SIMON. Master ! [No notice taken of him. He coug is-j 
Master ! [Very bravely, and very loud] MASTER ! 
SHAKESPEARE [without looking up\. Go away. . . 

SIMON [not giving in, though he would like to\. Master . • 
SHAKESPEARE [to himself ; he has been hovering over a phrase, 
gets it, and writes rapidly ; then, speaking as he writes]. Go awayi 
Simon ! [He tries to work on. 

SIMON. But, master ... 

^ SHAKESPEARE [throwing his quill across the room in a fit v 
spleen and crumpling up the page he has been writing]- SifflO’’’ 
you Have I not told you a thousand tiroes that 

when I am working I will — not — be — disturbed ? 

[He advances towards simon as he speaks, as though to 
strangle him. 

SIMON [speaking quickly as he hacks away]. I know, 7°'"^ 
honour, you must not be disturbed when you are writing- 
[He rubs the top of his head thoughtfully.] I understand that, 
master, but Master Ben Jonson’s boy has called, nssstet, 
and . . . 

SHAKESPEARE [standing over him, and holding his hand non 



THE QUEEN AND MR SHAKESPEARE 77 

that he has heard the name of his friend Bat Jwiion]. Well . . . 
go on. . . . You’ve ruined the second act for me. ... Go 
on . . . 

SIMON. Master Benjonson’s boy says, Can Master William 
Shakespeare come to tlie Mermaid for dinner ? 

SHAKESPEARE [^ndi/y] . And what did you say, mutton-head ? 

SIMON. 1 said ... I said that I’d ask you, master. 

SIUKESPEARE. And what is the line I made you learn when 
you came to me ten years ago, and which I have made you 
repeat ten tliousand times ... eh ? ... eh ? 

[He raises his hands to strangle him. 

SIMON [iHec/.’/y]. When you arc writing you arc not to be 
disturbed, master. 

SHAKESPEARE [cliasttsiug him with a tankard he picks up, or a 
book, or the flat ofasttwd]. OAF . . . FOOL . . . MUTTON- 
PATE ... YET YOU TELL ME... MASTER BEN 
JONSON WANTS ME ... TO GO . . . OUT TO 
DINNER 

SIMON [quickly and bravely]. Yes, master, but you write, 
write, write all day and night and act all afternoon ... a 
little royS’icri'ng would do you good, master. •' 

SHAKESPEARE [desisting. Charmtngl)', qtyzzicafl^ looking at 
him]. Poor old mutton-pate. “ Do me good ! ” Your 
heart’s in the nght place — but your poor old brain ! [He 
touches his head and SIMON shakes his, moiirnflilly.] Tell Master 
Ben Jonson’s boy that Master Shakespeare has work to do 
and cannot waste his time roystering. When this play is 
finished . . . perhaps. Now begone . . . 

SIMON. Yes, master. 

SHAKESPEARE [to him when he is at the door]. Simon ! 

SIMON. Master? 

SHAKESPEARE [very su'fft/y|. If anyone calls to see me, what 
will you say ? 
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SIMON [ticking off his Jingers], If it be a lady of quality: 

Master William Shakespeare is out, mistress ” [botving]- 
If it be a gentleman : “ Master William Shakespeare is not 
at home, your honour.” If it he an actor : “ My master is 
busy, and will see no one ! ” 

SHAKESPEARE, Good. Now, away with you, AND LEAVE 
ME ALONE. 

SIMON. Yes, master. [Exit simon. 

[SHAKESPEARE looks after him, laughs lightly, and returns 
eagerly to his desk. For the next few minutes he tries 
to recover his line oj work, and to concentrate in the 
midst of the following interruptions. 

First there is a resolute knocking at the street door. Shake- 
speare obviously keeps himself from noticing it. Then 
the knocking is repeated, and he shows anger, then in- 
terest, and again tries to ignore it. This can be handled 
as the producer thinks best. Then Shakespeare can 
strand it no longer. A man's voice calls “ HoUa. there ’’ 
from the street. 

SHAKESPEARE [shouting]. Simon ! SIMON ! 


, \ine lenocmng conunm^- 

[oj^e]. Coming, master ! Coming! [He enters, 
breathless and anxious.] Here I am, master. 

siA^^f^ Are you deaf, Simon ? 

that I ’ ™3ster. I hear that, but I thought 

that if I took no notice he would go away. 

w^h^peare. Go to the window, chicken-head, and see 


SIMON. Yes, master. 


SHAKESPEARE. Well ? 


[He goes to window and peers down. 


too ^ S^ndraan, master, and a gentleman of quality 

too . a most resplendent gendeman. and%My. 
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SHAKESPEARE. Go, Simoti, and tell them that your master 
is out, away, in the Low Countries, anywhere hut here, and 
. . . GET RJD OF THEM. Be^polite, they may be patrons ; 
but now, I must be left alone. DoTyou understand ? 

SIMON. Yes, master. 

SHAKESPEARE. Then go ! 

[He makes a sign as though causing simon to vanish by 
magic. He stands listening. 

[We hear the door opening, and then shakespearb smiles 
as be listens to simoN speaking to them. In case it can 
be heard by the audience simon says : 

SIMON [off stage]. My master regrets, your honour, that he 
Js_away on business. He will not be back until very late. 

CALLER. Then we will come in and await him. 

[T/ie smile on shakespeare’s face fades as he hears the 
visitors coining in, and a look of alarm takes the place 
offtTie smile. As the visitors come nearer, Shakespeare 
looks round, then makes up his mind, seizes papers and 
ink and quills, leavittg two, and goes out by the other 
door. He just leaves as they come in. This is the 
conversation as they approach. . . . 

man’s VOICE. I tell you we are resolved to enter and to 
await his return. 

SIMON. But my master is out, your honour, I assure you 
of that ! 

man’s VOICE. So you have told us ! We will do no harm. 
Get out of the way, oaf ! 

SIMON. Oh dear ! You do not know the quickness of my 
master’s temper, he is not an easy man . . . 

[Enter, to an empty stage, simon, backward, sm eobert 
CECIL, and a veiled lady, simon looks round as he 
comes in, stops in surprise, looks at the far door, and 
understands the situation. He is relieved. 
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SJMON. Tlicrc you are, your honour, he is nor here ! 

cnaL. You seem surprised ! 

siwoN. Oh no, your honour, I told you he svas out. 

LADY [until a sharp voice which SIMON obeys at once, ajtci 
jerking with astonishment]. Leave us . , fool. 

SIMON [looking from one to the other]. Yes, your honours, 
very •well . . . only . . . [He goes, shaking his keai 

LADY [sinking into a chair, centre, anil looking round her]- 
Phew ! An honest watch-dog, Cecil, but a tiresome one. 
Lord, how he yapped. 

CECIL. It was most regrettable, your Grace, especially as 
we do not want this visit to attract any^ attention. 1 protest 
once more, Ma’am, tliat it is most i mpo lidc ; your Majesty s 
visiting a mere actor ! 

the queen. Tush, man ! Master Shakespeare is more tlian 
^ actor. He writes very well. Very well indeed. I am 
hltrigucd by the man. If I have a whiin to beard him in 

his den, then b^rd him I will. 

CEca. But you could have summoned him to Court, 70ur 
Majesty. 


the queen. Oh no. He is a man of parts, Cecil, and 1 
want to meet him on liis own ground, where he w^ill not he 
alarined by strange surroundings. [Looking round her] h 
comfomble lodging. TeU me about him. Where does be 
come from; of what parentage ? All you could discover. 

CECIL. He comes from a smaU market town in Warwick- 
shire, your Majesty, Stratford-upon-Avon . . . His father ^ 
a tra esinan, a butcher, glove-maker, and so on, and until 
recently hejyas of some standing in the town ; quite pros* 

lately fallen on lean times- 
as er ilham Shakespeare is in the habit of visiting bn 
nnl^^ 3 wife, and two daughters ; bis 

y son, Hamnet, died four years ago at the age of eleven. 
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THE QUEEN. Married, cli ? Anything else ? 

CECIL. He appears to have come to London as a young 
man of twenty-one to seek his fortune as a poet. He be- 
came an actor, displayed a certain skill in improving old 
plays, and gradually took to writing tltcm himself. Sjnee 
1592, in the last eight years, that is . . . 

THE QUEEN. I Can Subtract eight from 1600. Go 
on . . . 

CECIL. Yes, your Majesty ; in the last eight years he has 
published two books of poems, and has written twenty .plays, 
among them Julius Cevsar, Twelfth Night, The Merchant oj 
Venice, and King Henry V. For tlie rest he is industrious, a 
moderate actor, and well liked. That is all I have been able 
to discover. Ma’am. But I would suggest that it would be 
wiser for us to leave discreetly before . . . 

THE QUEEN. Peace ! Enough of that. 

[She gets up and walks round the room. She raises the 
curtain of the corner-aipboard and looks inside, examines 
the books, and strolls to the table. Meanwhile Cecil 
inspects the pipes, with interest and fastidiousness. The 
QUEEN sees the page of newly written manuscript on 

~ the floor. 

THE QUEEN. That paper ... get it for me, Cecil. 

CECIL. Yes, your Majesty. [He drops down and retrieves 
the page of the play. He looks at 1'/.] It would seem to be 
a part of a play, your Majesty. 

THE QUEEN. Very observant of you, Cecil ! I can read it 
myself [Takes it from Cecil.] Ha ! ha ! this is good ; 
listen to this, Cecil ! 

[Reading, and puzzling a little over the writing at times, 
at the actress’s discretion. 
j " Neither a borrower nor a lender be : 
i For loan oft loses both itself and friend, 
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And borrowing takes the edge off husbandry. 

This above all : to thine own self be true, 

And it must follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canst not then be false to any man . . . 
[Reflectively, thinking over the meaning] 

“ To thine own self be true. 

And it must follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canst not then be false to any man ... 

There’s wisdom in that, Cecfl. I would like to make a 
my gentlemen at the Court learn that passage . . ■ 

“ To thine own self be true ...” 

CEOL. A good sentiment, doubtless, your Majesty , “ 

not, perhaps, very new. It is obvious that ... ^ 

THE QUEEN. ’Tis Very new, and the poetry is excellenUj 
better than the flowery froth of the fashionable jadk^p^*- ; 
What play is this ? 

CECIL. I don’t know. Ma’am, ’tis not yet written 1 
I THE QUEEN. I Only hope it isn’t about the murder o ® 

! J^g ! Those plays about Richard the Second and Juhus 
Caesar had too much of rpy^ murder in them. I don t want 
him to put ideas into my subjects’ heads ... . . 

CECIL [ivho has been looking about the desk idly, and has pit 
up a quiil which he examines], Madame . . . [Ht lowers ns 
voice.] This.quill. .the. ink, is still moist ! 
the queen. Oh ? And what does that imply ? 

CECIL. That our host was here just before we came m 
[He looks round him, and points at the second door.] I si^P^^^ 
that, he was shy. . . . and went in there ! . ■ 

the queen. Ah ! [Ge«|-n^ an idea] Listen, Cecil. InJ^‘5 

^d story kings and queens often go abroad in disguise to 
discover the heart of their people. It pleases me to do ' 
same. I -v^ Inde behind that curtain ; you fetch him 
and question him. Ask him what the people think of thett 
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sovereign ; ask him questions which will show us his real 
thoughts ; it will do me good. 

CXCiL. And if he speaks treason . . . 

[He makes the sign of hanging. 

THE QUEEN. Under no circumstances, . . . unless of course 
he is very outspoken. But I would not have my Shake- 
speare’s head cut off. [A new idea strikes her.] Is he good- 
looking ? 

CECIL. Passabl y, for the sort of man he is — an acto r ! 

THE QUEEN Hqsvl condescending_of you, Cecil ! 

— Come ! to our game. I’ll hide, here. [S/ie goes' hehind 
the curtain and flicks her head out.] Well, fetch him in, Cecil. 

CECIL. It jTKS me. Ma’am, to sec the Queen of England 
hiding behind a curtain in an actqr^’s lodgings while her 
Principal Secretary of State plays the spy ... It is . . . 
u ndig nified ! 

THE QUEEN. Fiddlcsticks ! To your work. 

[S/ie withdraws her head, ceql swallows, and goes to 
the door of Shakespeare’s bedroom and opens it. 

CECIL. Good Day to you. Master Shakespeare. ... I said, 
GOOD DAY TO YOU, Master Shakespeare. [To the 
QUEEN, shaking his head as though W. s. were a mental case] 
He is absorbed in his writing, or pretends to be ! [Very 
loud] A pleasant day. Master Shakespeare ! 

[This works,^ so Jj^eturns to centre stage and sits on the 
table, nmclialanfly, one leg swinging. 

[Enter Shakespeare. He comes in quickly, obviously 
about to be angry. But at the sight of his very distin- 
guished visitor, he pauses, shows surprise, and then 
assumes an easy courtesy, which is not, however, sub- 
servient. 

SHAKESPEARE. I apologize. Sir Robert Cedi ; I did not know 
that 1 had so distinguished a visitor. [He hows. 
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CECIL. Absorbed in your work, eh ? Ah, you poets ! 
But your manservant insisted on my coming in to await 
your return. fS/y/y] He was under the impression that you 
were — out. 

SHAKESPEARE. Foolish of him. But in what way can I be 
of service to your honour ? I trust that you do not call on 
matters of State ? By your leave. 

[He sits down, astride a stool, Jaciiig CECIL. 

CECIL. No, not on affairs of State. It is really an idle call, 
yet not without a purpose. Your plays are very popular, 
Master Shakespeare. 

SHAKESPEARE. It is good of you to say so. Sometimes we 
have more success than others of course. But proceed. 

\The QUEEN puts her head out and signs to CECIL to get 
to business. 

CECIL. As I said, your plays are successful ; you seem to 
understand the people of London ; one might say you have 
the key to their minds, or even their hearts . . . [shakE" 
SPEARE bows. The queen is impatient.] So, I thought that 
perhaps vve might talk ... in confidence . . . 

SHAKESPEARE. Talk ... of what matters. Sir Robert ? 

CEQL. Oh, of general matters — the temper of the people, 
the popularity of the Queen, perhaps. 

SHAKESPEARE. I find it healthier. Sir Robert, not to discuss 
a of State, even with my closest fnends, and never with 

such high officials as yourself. \He caresses his neck.] One 
feels . . . safer. 

CECIL. Oh, come. Master Shakespeare, 1 assure you that 
not one word that you say shaU go beyond these four walls. 

^ <-ome, let us be fiank svith each other. What does your 
I mry nglishman, whom you seem to know and under- 
^ QueenT government — and of the 
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[The QUEEN is so interested that she pokes her head out 
to hear his answer. 

SHAKESPEARE [/if is rcstkss and is_cpntrolJin^ his irrita tion out 
of respect for his distinguished visitor]. Has not your honour his 
own agents to collect such information ? Really, sir, I would 
esteem it a great favour if you would permit me to continue 
with, my work. 

CEQE [niHi/seif], I am not accustomed to having my com- < 
pany valued so lightly ! Come, Master Shakespeare, it is 
yonr opinion I require. 

SHAKESPEARE f/ii< reserve breaking down. He gets up and 
speaks vehemently, and very loudly]. Oh, THE DEVIL TAKE ’ 
THE GOVERNMENT, AND YOU, MASTER SECRE- 
TARY OF STATE, AND THE QUEEN ! Can’t you 
LEAVE ME ALONE ? 

[CEOL falls back a pace or two, Mrtled. T/ie , queen 
emerges from her hiding-place, and Shakespeare stands 
amazed, and aghast. She sails up to him. When lie 
recovers his senses he drops on one knee. 

THE QUEEN. Indeed ! 

SHAKESPEARE. Your Majesty ... I ... I did not know . . . 

THE QUEEN [iiot as ferce as she might be; she^Jikes him]. 

“ The Devil take the Government ! And you. Master 
Secretary of State, and the QUEEN ! ! ! " Master Shake- 
speare ! 

SHAKESPEARE. Your Grace I was not master of myself 

... I am working hard on a play . . . and . . . 

THE QUEEN. Come, [giving him her hand] you are forgiven- 
1 hoped to hear flattery— behind my bach. Ced bungled >7 
it . . . 

CECIL. Madame, 1 . . . 

THE QUEEN. Silent, Cecil. Sit down and leave us alone- 
Over there . . . [cEat sirs.] I will sit here. Master Shake- 
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spearc, and you — there. I expect you wonder at this 
visit ? 

SHAKESPEARE. Madame, I am overcome . . . the honour . • • 

THE QUEEN. Tush, man, no flowery speeches ! Save those 
for_your plays ... ,, 

SHAKESPEARE [quickly]. I do not write “ flowery speeches, 
your Majesty. 

THE QUEEN. Oh la la ! How we are ! But I 

explain my visit. I was at the theatre the other day, uD 
known to you, the actors, or the audience. It was . . • w 
was it, Cecil ? 

CECH. [he is in a As You Like It, Madame. 

THE QUEEN. That was it. I did. 

SHAKESPEARE. YoU did . . . ? 


THE QUEEN. Like it. Verj' charming. 

SHAKESPEARE. I am honoured, Madame. 

TEE QUEEN [irritably, to ceol]. Stop staring at us like that, 
,CeciL Srnoke one of Master Shakespeare’s pipcs.ofto^c^®’ 
CEC3L [very haughtily], I do not take the tobacco, Madams- 
THE QUEEN. Then begin. Raleigh does, and Drake 
and so do many gentlemen of note. Go on ; try. Sno 


him. Master Shakespeare. 

"SHAKESPEARE. Certainly, Madame. Allow me, sir. 1^'’^ 
over to CEcn. and takes a pipe and fills it as he talks. The QIJE& 
watriies.] You_ t^e the tobacco leaf thus, sir, and put it lU 
the bowl of the pipe, so. Flint and steel, so. [Ador 
fiint and steel, with a cigarette lighter in his hand.] Light t 
rush so, and then with a taper, light the tobacco You dta'"’ 

the smoke into your mouth, so 

[CECE does and coughs violdfi /• 
SHAKESPEARE. You will becomc accustomed to it h* * 


moment. 


[cECH. continues smoking. 


distastefi^^I' 
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THE QUEEN. Leave him alone now ; he, can practise the 
art while we talk. Extraordinary idea, that. They tell me 
the^sayages in the New World smoke the tobacco a great 
deal. Ah well, how the world goes on ! But sit down. 
Master Shakespeare. As I was saying, I admire your plays, 
and I wished to meet you. I could have summoned you 
to Court, but the other actors and writers would have been 
jealous and we couldn't fill the Court with such people, 
could w e ? 

SHAKESPEARE [tt/Uh sottte irony]. No, Madame, of course not. 

THE QUEEN [S/ic tooks at CEOL, who has laid the pipe down 
and who holds his head. But catching her eye, and perhaps with 
a cough from her, he takes it up again. To Shakespeare]. So 
I decided to visit you, unexpected and quite secretly. I 
charge you on your honour to say nothing of this rather 
indiscreet adventure of mine. 

SHAKESPEARE. Assuredly, your Majesty. I only wish that 
I had known, that I could have received your Grace in a 
more befitting manner. 

THE QUEEN. Tush, that is of no moment. [Change of tone, 
"ingratiating] Now, tell me about your plays ? What are you 
writing at present ? 

SHAKESPEARE. The tragedy of Hamlet, the Prince of Den- 
mark, your Grace. 

THE QUEEN. Tragedy, eh ? No murders in it, I hope ? 

SHAKESPEARE. Well . . . 3s a matter of fact, your Majesty, 
there are several. The play consists of the efforts of the 
young Prince Hamlet to avenge his father s murder. 

THE QUEEN. Was his father a king, then ? 

SHAKESPEARE. Hc was, Madame — of Dcrunark. 

THE QUEEN [disapproving]. I’m not so sure that I like too 
many royal murders in plays. Look at that Roman play of 
yours . . . what did you call it ? 
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m it- 

SHAKESPEARE. 


SHAKESPEARE. Jtiljus CcEsar, Maclamc. , 

THE QUEEN. Thac was the one ; I remember a fine spec 
Friends, Romans, countrymen, listen to me . • • 

. . lend me your ears . - Madame . . ■ 
THE QUEEN. “ . . . Lend me your ears, „ 

I come to bury Ctesar, not to tell you all about lim. 
SHAKESPEARE. “ . . . praise hint ...” . u f 

THE QUEEN. Well, whatever it is, as 1 was saying e 
you interrupted me, that play had a most gruesome mur cr, 
and if you’re going to keep on writing plays about 
murder of kings it might put ideas into the heads of some 
of my own subjects ... 

SHAKESPEARE. That, Madame, would be impossible, for yo'' 
arc enthroned in their hearts and ... . , 

THE QUEEN. Stay ! Don’t start playmg dm courucr • 
But remember, not too many royal murders in this 
play. I know some ^f it, \archly] and ver y charmin gJL.- 

Jipo. , I 

SHAKESPEARE. Kmow some of it, Madame ! Impossible - 
THE QUEEN. But I do ! 

SHAKESPEARE. I protest, Madame, that no one but myseu • • • 
THE QUEEN [reciting rather well, and very orchly ; Shake- 
speare displays natural atnazenientj. - 

“ Neither a borrower nor a lender be. 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend, 

And borrowing takes the edge off husbandry . • , 

SHAKESPEARE. No, no, no ! You ruin the lines . - - 
borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry ...” 

THE QUEEN. 1 assure you ’tis not so ! ’Tis — *' And bor 
. lovring taj^s the__edge ^husbandry . . .” 

SHAKESPEARE [forgetting himself], A vile phrase ! ^ 

THE QUEEN [roused]. But so you wrote it . - . horrott 
ing takes the edge off husbandry ” 
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SHAKESPEARE. Never would I write so lame a phrase, 'Tis 
“ dulls the edge of husbandry,” I svrotc it ! 

THE QUEEN. This is unbearable ! I tell you you wrote, 

" Takes the edge off husbandry.” 

SHAKESPEARE This is too much ! Once and for all, I say ' 
I wrote, “ Dulls the edge of husbandry.” 

THE QUEEN. Ncvcr have I met with such obstinacy. [Play- 
ing a trump card] But we will see, and you will admit that 
you are wrong. 

[S/ie takes the page oj Hamlet from a fold in her dress. 

SHAKESPEARE a Stand and folding his amis]. “ Dulls 

the edge of husbandry.” Where did you get that 
page? _ • 

THE QUEEN [nonchalantly]. Under the table — there ! Come 
and see, obstinate man ! 

[He goes over and puts his arm round her shoulders, the 
better, to see. Cecil, per)' miserable, head hanging dmvn, 
feeluig iw)’ sick, is roused and sits up in horror.^ They ■ 
don’t notice him. 

THE queen. There ! “ And borrowmg takes the edge off 

husbandry.” Now, M^ter Pig-head ! 

SHAKESPEARE. A vjle plifase, as I said. Give it to me . . . 

It should be “ Dulls the edge of husbandry .” 

[He goes to the table, takes quill and dips it in another ink- 
horn which was left behind, and alters the line, trying it 
over with a moving hand first. He ignores the queen, 
who looks at CEOL, woebegone and ill, and laughs. 

[SHAKESPEARE returns to the queen. 

THE QUEEN [holding out her hand]. Let me read the rest of 
the page. 

SHAKESPEARE. Oh no. Not until it is finished. [BhferJy] 

“ Takes the edge off husbandry.” Pschaw 1 

THE QUEEN. Well you wrote it ! [Lil’e a naughty child to 
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a confederate] Look at the Principal Secretary of State of 
England, the President of the Council ! 

[sHAKESPEARB looks at him and grins. 
SHAKESPEARE. 'Tis the tobacco. It is ever thus at fct. 
[Goes over to him] How now. Atoter Secretary ? [Slaps him 
on the back. Cecil mmes 'an^'^wws great distress.] Come, 
a draught of sack ! 

[SHAKESPEARE takes pot and pours out a tankard, cece 
shakes his head. 

SHAKESPEARE. Couie, drink, man, 'twill make you better 
. . . come, drink . . . 

fcECiL drinks, looks round in horror, and then dashes across 
the room to Shakespeare’s bedroom. 

[The QUEEN and Shakespeare watch him and laugh- ^ 
SHAKESPEARE [shouthg and Opening main door]. Simon! Simon. 
SIMON. Coming, master... .[Enters, anxious and hreatt 
/ess] Yes, master ? , 

SHAKESPEARE. Go into my bedroom and tend her Majesty * 
Sooretary of State . . . he is . . . unwell . . . 

SIMON. Her Majesty’s . . . Secretary . . . 

[He is dazed, but has not seen the queen yt^- 
SHAKESPEARE. Yes._ Go on. 

[He pushes simon towards the other door. siMON begmt 
to go and then sees the queen. He stops dead, tnont 
agape, and blinks. 

SHAKESPEARE. Confound the man, are you struck lunauc 
SIMON [pointing, incredible], S’the Queen . . « dte • • • 
Qu . . qu . . queen ! 

THE QUEEN. It is, my man. 

SIMON. The Queen . . . here . . . lawks a-mercy me ! 
drops on his knees.] God Save your Grace, ... and may I 
forgiven . . . Tm only poor Simon I don’t mean oo 

... 
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THE QUEEN. And you’vc done no harm, I hope. Come, 
get up and go tend my good Sir Robert Cecil . . . 

SIMON [getting up with great speed and shuffling off backward, 
bumping into something perhaps, gazing pop-eyed at the queen]. 
Yes, your Majesty . . . Yes, indeed. . . . [Goer. 

THE queen. Well ! 

SHAKESPEARE. A good Servant, Madame, but rather simple.] 

THE QUEEN. D’you know, Master Shakespeare, you’ve' 
given me a rare treat. I’m grateful to you. 

SHAKESPEARE. Grateful, Madame ? 

THE QUEEN. Mm-mm. You quarrelled with me, and I 
quarrelled with you, openly and noisily. No one evcr_ 
quarrels with me, except my worthy House of Commons. 

SHAKESPEARE [remembering things]. I hope . . . er . . . that 
your Majesty will pardon me ... I was . . . carried away 
by the discussion. 

THE QUEEN. Don’t spoil it, please. But I must tell you 
what I want you to do. 

SHAKESPEARE. Your Servant in all things, your Majesty. 

THE QUEEN. And don’t be obsequious like my courtiers. 

I want you to write me a play. 

SHAKESPEARE [not SO sure of this]. Oh ! 

THE QUEEN. You remember your nice fat knight. Sir John 
What’s-his-name ? 

SHAKESPEARE. Falstaff? 

THE QUEEN. Falstaff, that’s it. I loved him. I want you 
to write a play about him for me ! 

"SHAKESPEARE. But, Madame, he has been in three plays of 
mine already, and once, in Henry V, he died ! 

THE QUEEN. Yes, but you brought him to life again for/ 
King Henry VI ! So he can live yet again. He’s such a] 
rnwry gendeman, and I want to see more of him. How 
many plays have you written ? 
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SHAKESPEARE. Mmmm. Twcnty-nvo, Madame. 

THE QUEEN. Then write one for me ! 

SHAKESPEARE. I have two acts of Hamlet to write yet, 
Madame ! And Hamlet is a play which is taking a great 
deal of my time. 

THE QUEEN. Tush, finish it off" quickly, or put it aside. 
SHAKESPEARE. Has your Majesty ever tried to wnte a 
play ? 

THE QUEEN. Me ? Of couise not ! ^ 

SHAKESPEARE. I thought not. Madame, in 
am your most obedient servant, excepj[_in_my_J>KO-^'’ 
and I consider my'self Ae best-judge_of-writing-_my— 
playj_! 

THE QUEEN [drawing herself tip, becoming the queen frt < 
first time]. Hard words, sirrah ! Remember whom yo“ 
speaking to. WE COMMAND YOU TO OBEY US . 

SHAKESPEARE [(« a white-hot fury]. You may command, 
Madame, but ... 

THE QUEEN [stamping up and down and muttering m Roya 
Tudor wrath]. Such words ... to me . . . Ehzabeth of 
land. . . . ! [Suddenly she stops still and controls herself, 
becomes her previous holiday self] We were forgetting out' 
selvK, Master Shakespeare. I apologize. I am_Jiere_as_a 
woman and a friend, not as the Queen. Am I forgiv en ? 

SHA^PEARE [not SO easily wooed]. Well . . . it’s all very 
well . . . [He overcomes his temperament.] It is I ° 
apologize, Madame. About this play. Sir John Falstaft, 
y'ou say ? 

THE QUEEN. Ycs . . . [Eagerly] Yes, Falstaff", the fat knigb' 
... in love ! 

SHAKESPEARE [considering], Almm. In love . . . tnmm. 
the queen [excited]. Yes, in love, an'd'make them all 
him, make a fool of him, while he boasts and wobbles * 
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Iwgc body tlirough the play. I have a marriage entertain- 
ment at Windsor shortly, and we could have die play then. 
I Know, call it The Merry flTra 0/ IVindsor ! 

SHAKESpr^MtE. Ycs, tliat’s It ! Merry IVires oj IVindsor . . . 
Md Sir John c.in hide in a clothes-basket and they can throw 
him into die Thames . . . I’ve got it . . . and . . . 

[Biter CEQL and semon. simon edj;es off the sla^e and 
CECIL sits down, pale and limp, hut better. He plates 
at the two of them, talkinp exeitedly topether. 
the Queen. Good . . . splendid . . . and no murders, no 
tragedy . . . plenty of laughs, eh ? 

shakespeaue. It shall be done, Madame. When is your 
entertainment at Windsor ? 

THE QUEEN. Let me see ... a fortnight to-morrow 1 
SHAKESPEAPE [d// enthusiasm goes from him, he gets up and 
grimaces, hopelessly, and looks at the queen as though she were 
‘Itiite mad\. Two weeks ! Two weeks 1 And you expect me 
to ss’ritc this play in rime for production then ? 
the queen. Of course. Why ever not ? 

SHAKESPEARE. It Can’t bc doiic. Impossible. I refuse ! 
the queen, refuse. Sirrah ? REFUSE . ..ME? 
SHAKESPEARE [snapping it out\. Yes. 

[There is a terrible silence. 
CEQL [he coughs]. May I remind your Majesty that Paul's 
lias struck the hour and that die Spanish Ambassador has an 
ludiencc . . . 

the queen. The Spanish Ambassador can wait. He’s used 
o it. Do you want another pipe of tobacco ? 

CECIL [hastily]. Indeed no, Madame . , . 
the queen. Then hold your tongue. [S/if turns to shake- 
peare.] Master Shakespeare. IGtvif/y] Does it take long 
o write a play ? 

SHAKESPEARE. Three months — if 1 am not interrupted ! 
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THE QUEEN. And you couldn’t do it in two weeks ? No* 
a little comedy, for me ? 

SHAKESPEARE. Certainly not ! 

THE QUEEN [rlepcrJy]. Very •well dicn. I’ll ask Mast” to 
Jonson to do it ; I’m sure he will. 

SHAKESPEARE. Oh ! . 

THE QUEEN [pleased that things are working out as they «^)' 
Yes, that's what I’ll do. And now I must return toW tc- 
hall. Come along, Cecil. . . . 

SHAKESPEARE. But, your Majesty . . . 

THE QUEEN. Wc’U See what this Spanish Ambassador wMts, 
Cecil ... [ They go towards the door. 

SHAKESPEARE [watching them]. Madame ... I U do it. 

THE QUEEN, But I Want it -within two weeks ! 
SHAKESPEARE. You shall have it, Madame, 
days. 

THE QUEEN [coming back and smiling]. You’re sure yo“ 
wouldn’t rather I told Master Ben Jonson to . . • 

SHAKESPEARE [bowing]. 1 should be honoured, your Grace, 
' with the task. I feel, in all modesty, that I . . • 

THE QUEEN. . . , can write a better play than Master 
Jonson ? I wonder ! 

CECTL. Madame, the Spanish Ambassador ... , 

THE QUEEN. Bother the Spanish Ambassador 1 Your hao > 
Master Shakespeare ! [Falling on one knee, be takes the 
hand and kisses /f.] And thank you for a dehghtful hour. — 
there anything I can do for you ? You have the right to 
ask it. 

SHAKESPEARE. Only to consider me as your Majesty s 
loyal and obedient subjea. 

THE QUEEN. Fiddlc-de-dee ! I mean, is there anything I®** 

want for yourself? 

SHAKESPEARE. No, Madame. . . . But, yes . . . 
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ideu.] By your leave ... [He rises and £ocs to the press in 
the corner and ferrets among many documents, plays, etc., and pro- 
duces an imposing parchment doaimcnt, talking as he ferrets.] You 
see, Madame, my father is an old man, and a disappointed 
man. He has lost liis self-esteem. He was once the prin- 
cipal citizen of Stratford-on-Avon . . . now he is poor and 
discredited . . . His pride suffers . . . [Coming up and hand- 
ing her the document.] This, your Majesty, is tlic record of 
a service my grandfather had tlic honour of doing for your 
Majesty's grandfather. King Henry VII . . . 

TIIE QUEEN, Yes . . , and your request ? 

SHAKESPEARE. That this be used, Madame, for a grant of 
arms for my father. He would be happy to be able to bear 
a coat of arms ; to be, indeed, John Shakespeare, Gentle- 
man. 

THE QUEEN. So your request ts not for yourself after all, 
but for your father ! 

SHAKESPEARE. 1 am food of liim, Madame. 

THE QUEEN. It shall be done. Here, Cecil, take this, and 
sec to it. A Grant of Arms for Master John Shakespeare of 
Stratford-upon-Avon, Gentleman. 

CECIL. Very good, your Grace. 

THE QUEEN. And the motto. Master Shakespeare? Have 
you tliought of one ? 

SHAKESPEARE. I have thought of one, Madame, — Non 
Sanz Droict . . . 

THE QUEEN [sfli'onrifi^ the ipords]. Non Sanz Droict . . . Not. 
wi thout rig ht . . . Very good, it shall be as you wish. 
Remember that, Cecil. 

[They stand down stage centre, she very much the Queen. 

THE QUEEN. Thank you. Master Shakespeare, for a most 
instructive and enjoyable hour. 

SHAKESPEARE. I shall always treasure the memory of this 
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visit, Madame. Mpclf a poor writer of plays, you tlie 
greatest queen of all time ! 

THE QUEEN [holding out her hand]. Not a poor writer of 
plays. Master Shakespeare, but, I tliink, the greatest poet of 
all time. 

[He drops on to one knee and kisses her hand as the 
CURTAIN FALLS 
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Ireland. 

TIME ; The present. An afternoon in summer. 



NOLAN LEARY and THOMAS PATRICK DILLON 
are men of the tlieatre in cvcr\' sense of the \yor . 

Nolan Leary was bom in Rock Island, Illinois, 
and as a boy saw his first play on a Mississippi river 
show-boat. That determined his career. 

As an actor he has toured the Um'ted States, 
Canada, Australia, and New Zealand ; and it was 
while he was serving in the Australian Expeditionary 
Force in France during the 1914. war that he wrote 
an aU-soldier show wliich toured for many months 
and appeared at the Theatre Albert I®'’ in Path- 
Since then he has written many one-act plays, 
most of them in collaboration with his wife, an 
one of his full-length plays was made into the prize- 
winning motion-picture Make Way for To-moTTOW- 

Thomas P. Dillon was bom in County Ro^ 
common, Ireland, and, on emigrating to America 
in 1912, joined the famous Buffalo Bill’s Wild West 
Show, and later was a circus performer. 

As an actor he has played in every type of pro- 
duction and has toured the United States, Canada, 
and Mexico ; has appeared in motion pictures, radio, 
television, and on the Broadway stage in such play^ 
as Juno and the Paycock. Like Nolan Leary, he has 
written a number of successful one-act plays. 

Their contribution to this collection has appeared 
in The Best One-Act Plays of ig^i in New York. 
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SCENE : Imertor oj Irish cottage. Cottage is situated on a elij^, 
overlooking the sea. Its plain, whitewashed walls arc dis- 
coloured from smoke oj peat-fire. It is poor, but clean. 
Entrance door (with iron latch) D. S. R., opens outward- 
A little vessel of holy water hangs on wall just inside door I 
over door, a Sacred Heart medallion. Back Wall; smalf 
window R. ; door C., opening into bedroom. Left Wall : 
large turf-humutg jireplace where cooking is done on hearth. 
Iron kettle and pot hang from hooks. Furniture is of the 
plainest kind Grey ground cloth. 

When the curtain rises MAGGIE Rafferty is looking out through 
window up R., anxiously watching for something. lizzlB 
FUREY sits on a three-legged stool above fireplace L., smoking 
an old clay pipe and looking into turj fire. pause after 

rise of curtain. Thai door oj sick-room up L. C. opens and 
NORA enters carrying empty drinking-glass. Goes to aipboafd 
C., and fills glass with milk from crock on shelf. Through I 
open bedroom door is seen foot of bed and disarranged bed- 
clothes. Kneeling beside bed is an old woman saying her 
beads. At foot oj it kneels Dennis. Also seen is a small 
table holding a crucifix and an unlighted candle. 
uzziE. Is she any better, Nora ? „ i - -J * 

NORA [pouring milk]. Ah, she’s only Biiddlin’, God help 
her. [To Maggie] Any sign of diem yet ? 

* The amateur rights of this play are controlled in England by 
the English Tlieatrc Guild, Ltd., 75 Berwick Street, London, W.I, 
to whom applications regarding amateur performances should be 
made. 
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MAGGIE. No. The divil a sign. 

NORA. Now don’t be worrj'in’. Sure it takes three hours 
good rowin in a curragh to come from the mainland even 
in daycent weather. 

[5/;c exits into iick-room with milk, quietly closing dooi- 

MAGGIE. Them waves ’ud put terror in yer heart at the 
sight o’ them. 

[Turns from window, making the sign oj the cross. 

LIZZIE. Yerra, Maggie, I don’t see why t hey had to sen d to 
the mainland for a doaor when Nora in there is better than 
any doctor that ever set foot on dr>’ land. 

MAGGIE [crossing L. to uzzie]. But didn’t the priest say the 
poor woman might die if she didn’t get a doctor ? Faith, ih 
you fell off a rock that high, you’d be a corpse for the rest 
o yer life. 

LIZZIE. Well, ten thousand curses on that quid _Dr. Fitz- 
■'^HD:S_for_ askin’ ten pounds to come. An’ him round- 
shoiddered with the weight o’ the gold he does be carryin’ 
ui his pockets. 

iiAGGiE [sitting on chair L.]. Musha, Lizzie, it’s a tearful 
thing to have to depend on any doctor. 

UZZIE. An’ wasn’t the doctor the black-hearted ouldjcoun- 

drel tp_ni^e us raise the ten pounds before he’d come. The 
enrse o Cromwell on him ! [Spits in 

MAGGIE. Now don’t be cursin’ him, Lizzie. . . . 

Not tm aha he gets here anyhow. [Crosses back to winJon' 

God send he makes a safe crossin’. 

lizzie. An why wouldn’t he ? Hasn’t he got the three 
est currag en in the west of Ireland rotsdn’ him across ! ^ 

I.LAGGIE [at window Jt]. The divil himself must be kickin 

is blowin’. An’ the 

Arrah. you’re a terrible woman for, vvorryin. 
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Maggie Rafferty. Sure they’ll be all right. Hasn’t cverj’ 
one of them got the^ St Christ opher medal tied ’round tlieir 
neck? ? 

MAGGIE [crossing back to Z..). Did they take a medal for 
■ tl.c doctor ? 

uzziE. They did indeed ... an extra big one. An’ sure 
he’ll need it, bad luck to him J [ dennis o ’connoh comes 
tiptoeing out of his mother's room, closing door softly.] Is ycr 
motlicr asleep, Dennis ? 

DENNIS. She is, thank God. his ijtm o’ shanter from 

hook on wall above door R.J I’ll go up on the cliff and look 
. . . maybe I can see them from there. 

UZZIE. Do that. An’ put ycr coat on, avic, or it’s destroyed 
you’ll be with die sharp blasts o’ that west wind cuttin’ 
through yer bones. [He takes his coat and puts it on.] I’ll 
have a nice cup of tay waitin’ for ye when ye get back. 

[Door R. opens. FATHER TiM enters. The priest dips his 
forefinger and tltuinb in holy-water basin on wall Just 
inside door and makes a small sign of the cross on his 
forehead with his thumb. The two women rise and 
make an awkward curtsy. Dennis removes his tarn 
o’ shanter. 

father TIM. God bless the house. 

ALL. You too, Fadier. 

FATHER TIM [patting boy’s shoulder]. Ah,^stpp ^rmie 

avic. Sure yer face is as long as a Palm 'Sunday gospel 
[dennis smiles, puts tarn o’ shanter on and exits R., closing door 
behind him. Priest starts towards sick-room.] An’ how’s 
— MolBc ? 

' MAGGIE. She just went to sleep. Father. 

father TIM. Thank God for tliat. I won’t disturb her. 

> [Crosses dawn L.] Have ye e’er a bit o’ snuff on ye, Maggie ? 

MAGGIE [taking tiny snuff can from huge pocket in her dress]. 
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Tons of it. Father . . . tons of it. [He takes pinch of it. Sic 
offers priest her chair.] Won’t ye sit dosvn by the fire, Father, 
an’ toast yer shins for awhile ? 

FATHER TIM. It’s yerself that needs to be sittin down, 
Maggie, after bein’ up all night. I won’t stay long any- 
how. 

LIZZIE. Did ye hear any talk. Father Tim, how S haun^ Mof_ ■ 
is gettin’ on collectin’ the ten ppunds the doctor s askin . 

FATHER TIM. I did. I had pdswer with him along the a’ 
road a while back and his face was twice as long as Den 


nie’s, for he ha d only th ree pound, nineteen, and four p^ee 
ha’penny. An’ when heTeft me he was on his way to e 
'castnHin’ to the house o’ Peter Delaney. ^ i 

MAGGIE. Three pound, nineteen, and fourpence ha penny • 
Ycrra, it’s a terrible long way from ten pounds, Father. 

LIZZIE. Isn’t money the divil’s own curse. 

FATHER TIM {chticklinf]. Well, Lizzie, we're not cursed mu 
with it anyhow. [They all lau^ ■ 

-?^A^BEEN„.o’FLAHraTY [CT/fers iC, carrying two eggs]- Do 
save all here ! 

MAGGIE and FATHER TIM. YoU tOO. 

LIZZIE. The blessin’ o’ Mary on ye. 

MAUREEN [coming C.]. Me mother sent me over to bring 
a couple of eggs for Mollie. One o’ them is a duck egg- 
But there’s good eatin’ in it. , 

FATHER TIM [chiding her]. Ah sure, Maureen alana, twasn t 
to bring a duck egg ye came at all. 

Maureen [earnestly]. Oh, but it was. Father. 

FATHER TIM. Tel] ie truth and shame the divil, Maureen- 
Wasn t it to sec Dennis ye came ? 

MAUREEN. ’Twas, Father. . . . But to bring the duck egg> 
too. 

father TIM. An’ why wouldn’t ye be cornin’ to see him ? 
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Isn t it Mrs Dennis O Connor ye’U be before the new moon 
sets in, with the help o’ God ? 

[maumen moves up to mpboard C., puts egg on shelf. 
UZZIE [risifig]. Will ye sit down and have a cup o’ hot tay 
to warm ye up, Father ? 

FATHER TIM [looking at his watch]. I haven’t got time, Lizzie. 
I must go over to the chapel to hear confessions. [He starts 
toivards door R.] Bannock hve. • 
lizzie and maggie._ Baimock Dia lath ! 

[father TIM exit R. maureen goes to bedroom door. 
MAGGIE. Sh ! She’s asleep. 
maureen. I won’t waken her, 

[maureen quietly exit, closing door behind her. 
MAGGIE. She’s a fine daycent slip of a girl. 
lizzie. Too bad this had to happen, with the priest only 
after readin’ the first marriage banns for her and Denm'e. / 
Sure if MoIIie dies, tlfey’Il have to wait another year. 

MAGGIE. Will ye •^iist," woman . . . she’ll be as fit as a 
fiddle in no time, with the grace o’ God. [5/;f picks a Sock 
jeom basket to darn.] Isn’t it a grand couple they’ll make. 
[Confdentially] I wonder ho w much of a dowry shc!ll-bc 
btinginLlum ? 

LIZZIE. Tl ^same fi v e golden pounds,that-fiei_in.o ther had 
when she m arried Maureenls .father..,. 

MAGGIE. Isn’t the dowry a queer custom entirely ? Handi n’ 
the_samejnoney_down frorn generation to generadpn, with 
nobody ever gettin’ a bit o’ use out of it. 

UZZIE [supcrstitiously]. Don’t be talkin’ like that, woman. 
Sure it’s a terri blc-thing, to g et married wit hout, a dowry. 
As the ould sayin’ goes, “ N^cr a fomme, ne’er a_child ! ” 
Its well I remember the umc when ould Mary Mullcahy 
lost her dowry money when the curragh turned over cornin’ 
back from the Fair o’ Dunmore. Five golden pounds it 
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was, too ; and down it w'cnt to tlic bottom o’ tlic sea, an’ 
Mary’ s heart with it. If it wasn’t for that she wouldn’t I;a 
been an ould maid Uiis six and nventy years. 

MAGGIE, But didn’t Shaun na’ Cappalccn offer to marry 
her, gold or no gold ? 

uzziE. An do ye tiiink,^ Maggie Rafferty, that any In- 
nishcen Island woman ’ud be 'be^oldin^ to any man by 
comin to liim widiout a dowry ? it isn’t daycent ... an 
it isn’t lucky, cither. 

MAGGIE. But sure, tlic pticst says tlic dowry doesn’t matter. 

LIZZIE. Musha, woman, an’ what would the priest, God 
bless him, be knowin’ about it ? Sure, he doesn’t have to 
worry about gettin’ married ! 

MAUREEN [comw^ out of skh-room end closm door]. Is the 
tay wet ? 


MAGGIE [looking into teapot}. ’Tis, Maureen ; an’ it’s nice 
an strong. 

to aipboard and getting cup and saucer]. 1’^ 
a little sup in to Katie Claffcw Sure, tlic poor woman’s 
knees must be wore out., prayin’. 

takes a long time to get around them 

seven-deadc beads . . . into cup held by mauree-n’-I 

... an atic s such a terrible slow pray-cr. 

DENNIS [altering R. in great excitement]. I’m just after sccin 
tliecurragh! It’s landin’ now in die cove. 

MAGGIE. Thanks be to God I 

beslir themselves, maureen puts cup 
r- ^ ‘0 ^00^ out. 

over head]. I’U run over to 
^ an s an gee a drop o* poteen t o warm the men- 

MArrn r^ • i acTOSS rootuR- 

the cold F°’ “ Sure they’ll beJBlt with 

[lizzie exit R. maggie, tidying up room, takes cleon 
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owel from locker wider aiphoard and hangs il above bench L.] 
Dennis dear, will ye put some water in the kettle ? The 
loctor’ll be needin’ it. (dennis puts water from bucket into 
cettle on /ire.] I'll take Katie’s tay in. 

MAUREEN. rU do it, Maggie. 

MAGGIE [rtf door of siVk-room]. I want to go in anyway an’ 
ay a few prayers. An’ wliile I’m at it, 1 11 say one for the 
Joctor. Sure, he must be a terrible heathen, entirely. 

[Hvif, closing door. 

DENNIS [^onij; to maureen]. Maureen darlin’ . . . there s 
somethin’ I must say to ye. 

MAUREEN, what’s troublin’ ye, Dennie ? 

DENNIS. Suppose something happens to my modier ? 
MAUREEN. Aw it won’t, Dennie. 

DENNIS. It’s a terrible thing to talk about, but if if any- 
thing happened to her, God forbid, ’twould — ^rwould mean 
a whole year before we could get married an . . . well . . . 
’twouldn’t be fair to ask ye to wait. 

MAUREEN. Ye do want to marr)’ me, don t ye, Dennie ? 
DENNIS. More than anythin’ else in the world. 1 11 never 

love anyone else. , , 

MAUREEN. Then what avic ? .Sure, , 
wait if it took a_f^usand yeais.. Haven t I waited for ye 

^1 me life ? , , , 

DENNIS [patting MAUREEN’S anti, simply]. God bless ye, 
Maureen. [He starts pacmg floor, worried.^ 

MAtniEEN. Now sit down, Denme dear, an don t e wa 
around like a slippery ed on a fr^’-p^. [She fakes Jis 

pipe down fiom tnatitelpiece and hands it to hwi.] 

a blast out o’ ycr pipe and I’ll give ye a nice cup o ta) . 
DENNIS [impatiently]. No. I’U go out an meet 

[maureen gets Jive cups, saucers, spoons, from cupboard 
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, and places them on table C. Sugar bow! and small milk 
pitcher are added. 

LIZZIE [entering R., with package of tea and bottle of potecn\ 
God bless ye, Maureen. You’ll make a grand woman o 
the house. [She uncorks poteen bottle and pours some intofitit 
of the cups.] I saw ould Dr Fitzwilliams cornin’ up the cliff 
road with the men . . . streclin’ along behind Jike an. ould 
cows tail he was . . . 1 never liked a bone_in that.feljas 
sHn. May the divil roast him for ten tliousand years.! 

MAUREEN [over her shoulder from fireplace L.]. Musha, Lizzie, 
you re a terrible cursin’ woman. 

[As she finishes filling fourth cup, lizzie, noting that 
MAUREEN is not looking, takes a quick drink from poteen 
bottle, wipes her lips and puts bottle on cupboard sheij- 
DENNIS enters R., followed by the docto r, who Joes 
not dip his fingers in holy water. 

DENNIS [starting immediately towards the sick-room]. Shej in 
here, Doctor. 


dr FITZWILLIAMS. Take .y OUT. time, my .boy, take your time. 

[He lays his satchel on table C- 
[Three curraghmen entfr.,jrhey_alljip their fingers in 
holy-water basin, Unoptrusively cross their foreheads, an 
mumble the traditional greetings simultaneously. 

MiCAL Duv and shamus o’loughlin. God bless the house- 


padric KEARNY. An’ aU that’s in it. 
lizzie. You too. 


[She takes a pipe from her dress pocket and puts it in bet 
mouth. 


MAUREEN. And welcome back. 

[doctor removes his overcoat as the three curRAGHMEN 
up R. stand about awkwardly, doctor handj,coat an 

^(o_«earesi\cuRRAGHMAN, who,.puzzledjlsJPJ'>b‘‘i 

lg _do with th^m, los ses them over his sh oulde r^jnJ^ 
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hjnch up R. They probably land on fioor and stay there. 
MAUREEN hands each man a aipfiom table. 

Good health to ye ! 

curraghmen [rciVm^ cups in toast], God’s blessin’ on thb 
house, 

lizzie [seated at fireplace, takes pipe from her mouth]. More 
power to ycr elbows ! 

|T/ie men drink their poteen in one gulp, doctor, now 
seated in chair, pays no attention to anyone but is busy 
grunting as he removes sea-boots, dennis is impatiently 
standing at sick-room door. 

MAUREEN to DOCTOR with aip]. Just a drop to warm 

ye, Doctor. 

DOCTOR [/oohifig up]. What is it ? 

MAUREEN. Poteen, sir, . i, 

DOCTOR it away gruj^y].yi\js.kz_a. cup of tea, 

[maureen replaces cup on table and pours cup of tea. 

DENNIS [rt/i.vioiij/y]. But, Doctor . . . me mother is . . . 

DOCTOR. Yes, yes ... I know. . . . 

MAUREEN over with tea, milk, and si/ijnr] We just 

made tlie tay an’ it’s nice and strong. 

[He takes it, adds milk and sugar, taste^ it as if critical of 

.Jls^qiiality. He is indifferent to~the stern looks of the 
CURRAGHMEN. 

DOCTOR. Now then . . . who’s been attending the patient ? 

MAUREEN. Nora O’M^cy, sir . . . Shaun Mor’s sister. 
She’s inside. 

DOCTOR [r/sfVi^ and removing his other coat and hanging it 
over back of armchair]. Bring her out ! 

MAUREEN [going into sick-room]. Yes, sir. 

DOCTOR [/o uzzie]. Let me have some hot water and 
soap ! And a clean towel — if you have one. 

__ [Rolls up his sleeves. 
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[dennis takcb towel and soap and gets wash-basin off hook 
on wall up L., and places than on chair down L. 

LIZZIE Ifflling basin with hot water from kettle]. Deniuc avic, 
run over and tell Father Tim that the doctor is here. 

[dennis gets cap and exit R. NORA and MAxmEEN come 
out of sick-room, closing door. 

NORA. Ye wanted to see me. Doctor ? 

DOCTOR [washing his hands]. Yes. Now — eh — tell me, just 
what have you done for the patient ? 

NORA. Well, sir . . . when I got here the men were after 
carryin her up from the black rocks, where_she..went to 
cut sea weed for kelp /.C: Crfe-.-'^V^sLi f-r 
DOCTOR [impatiaitly]. All right, all right, what did you do 
for her ? 

[He takes towel from back oj chair and carefully dries handy 
NORA. Well, sir ... I could see her leg was broke aD _t^ 
.£ pllar-bone was hurted, so I straightened them ^uTm’ tied 
a piece o wood to her leg. Then J[_sprinkled it witb.1^1 
Vinter from St Colum’s well. _It has great curin 
it an it’s better Aan any doctor, [doctor gi^^ 
her quick glance.] I reniembef the time when ould Mick 
Corrigan, God rest his soul, slipped an’ . . . 

DOCTOR [cutting her off and tossing towel on chair]. All right- 
Bring my bag. We’ll have a look at her. [nora takes bag 
from table. He leads way into sick-room, opens door, andjees 
kneeling in prayer^ at bedside.] Get these yromen 
SPi of h.ere ! [Goes into room, followed by NORA- 

[maggie and katie rise quickly, and humbly leave room- 
MAGGIE closes door after them, katie goes to 
up L., and sits there, resuming her prayers on rosary- 
aiauheen hangs up doctor’s coat and hat. 

Mcal duv [moving down behind table]. Wouldn’t that ould 
telJa provoke a saint ? 
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MAGGIE basin doctor used and aossinji R.]. He’s 

enough to provoke die whole twelve Aposdcs 

[£\tV door R. 

: U2ZIE (fo two CURRAGHMEN Standing up R.]. Will ye stop 
standin dierc g^ykin’, an’ drag diat bench over, an’ I’ll give 
ye some tay to warm ycr insides. 

fpADRic and SHAMUS brin^ bench from up R. down to 
back of table C. 

MAUREEN \Iooking out witidow up R.]. There’s a great surf 
■Iff™’ the black rocks below.. ’Twas a terriblclaad crossin’ 
ye h ad, Mical Duv, 

mical duv. It was. But we got here with God’s help. 

[The CURRAGHMEN are seated at table now, padric R., 
SHAMUS C., and mical duv L. 

SHAMUS. If the sea keeps runnin’ like diis, ’twill be terrible 
'Jljr^on the fishin’. There’s a heavy feel to that north 
wmd, 

[maggie enters with empty basin, crosses up L., wipes 
basin, and hangs it on wall. 

PADRIC. Sure, ’tisn’t hkc summer at all. Divil a sight o’ 
die sun we’ve seen in weeks. 

(man passes window up R. 

MAUREEN . Heiels_S ha un . _M or cornin’, \vidi the colle crion 
money for die doctor ■ 

lizzie [pouring tea], Hope he got enough to pay the per- 
nicious ould pagan. 

NORA [opetiing door of sick-room]. Maggie, will ye come in 

give me a hand ? 

(MAGGIE exit into sick-room, closing door. 

SHAUN MOR [entering R. Holy water fcHsiiiess]. God save 
sll here. 

all. You too. 

SHAMUS. An’ how are ye, Shaun ? 


no 
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SHAUN MOR. I’m finely, thank God. [Indicating sick-room] 
An’ how’s herself? 

tizziE {putting teapot on table]. The doctor’s in there w'th 
her now. Did ye get the money ? 

SHAUN MOR [coming to R. of table]. It’s distressed I am to 
tell ye, it^w^only^a little over five poun^ J_V''as abk J? 
^get. [Taking money from pockets and placing it cm table] An 
I scoured the Island clean. A fearfid scarce thing is money 
nowadays. 


MAUREEN. God help us. 

SHAUN MOR. Will ye count it, Maureen ? I never vas 
much of a hand at the countin’ o’ money or sheep. 
pulls out a ten-shilling note and a half-crown piece from another 

pocket as MAUREEN counts silently.] An’_hcrcx twelve an 

• ^tESIicc from Father Tim, God bless him— He had it sayc_ 
.i.P.%tr_o! shoes. . 


PADRic. He’s a daycent man. 

LIZZIE [back of table]. Isn’t ten_pounds a posve r o m on^ 
to be chargin’ ? 

mical duv. It is. If Dr O’SuUivan wasn’t up in 
/hed have wanted to come over for nothin’. Wait till 


hears about this. ^ 

lizzie. But wh y in the name o’ God did ye agree to pay ’t • 
SHAMus. We had to. He was the only doctor in DuSIPP^* 
^_h^dj^ t want to come at all on account o’ the storm- 


PADRIC. Musha, he js a t errible ould coward. 

SHAMUS. Sure, he only attends the rich people, an he s g®'’ 
bagsja’ moneyl ■ 

MICAL duv. You should see the grand_housc_be liy^ 
Ltzzic Like a king’s palace it is, with carpets that ye d dns 
up to yer -knees in, an’ fine, soft chairs to sit on. , 

[sHAUN MOR sits in chair R- oj ^ 
SHA.MUS |i«r/i boyish delight]. Aglon his table is thesueft?*- 
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III 


Fajdi, yc can pick it up and shake it, an’ divil 
a^^ring. But when it stood on the table, an’ ye’d hit it on 
die top . . .just a small w.illop ... on die button . . . [He 
deinoiistralcs.] ... it makes a sweet, silvery music sound. 

MICAL Duv. Aye, an’ then a skinny woman ’ud come 
runnin’ in and get terrible cross ever)' time we hit it. 

uzziE. Tsk, tsk, tsk ! It must be a great wonder entirely. 

SHAMUS. I liad a good chance to steal it when the ould 
fella’s back was turned, but I didn’t, God forgive me. 

[maureen has finished counting and the money is carefully 
stacked on the table. 

SHAUN MOR [rin/15]. How mucli IS It, Maureen ? 

MAUREEN. .Five poun ds, two an' nine-pence ha’penny. 

MICAL DUV. Sure, that’s only a little more dian half it. 

UZZIE. It’s enough for him, th? cross-tempered ould weasel. 

SHAUN MOR. It’s morc than enough, but we gave him our 
word, an’ if we can’t pay it, what’ll the big world outside 
tKInklof us ? 

MAUREEN. What are we goin’ to do ? 

SHAUN MOR. I don’t know, God help us. . . . [Crossing L., 
pondering situation.] 1 don’t know. 

' SHAMUS. It’s goin’ to be a fearful disgrace. 

[maureen wanders up R., and gazes out oj the window. 

PADRic. I could write to me Uncle Matt in Australia. 

SHAUN MOR. Maybe die doctor wouldn t wait 

[Sick-room door opens NORA enters with drinkmg-glass, 
goesto water-bucket on bencliL. She leaves the door open. 

'• NORA. Give us a spoon, Lizzie. 

[During this action. MAUREEN unobtruswely sl ips out 
' door R. 

> UZZIE [handing NORA jpoonj What docs the doctor say ? 

NORA [hurrying back into sick-room]. 1 11 tell yc later. 

,i [Exit, closing door. 
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SHAUN MOR [going up to bucket]. I’U have a drop o that 
water, meself. [He raises dipper to his lips, lizzie stops k'ln 
LIZZIE [going to cupboard]. Oh, I forgot ! I have a grand 
bottle of poteen that Shaun Scanlan sent over. [Picking tip 
bottle] Sure, a toothful of it ’ud make ye feel like the Sultan 
o’ Turkey. 

SHAUN MOR [regretfully]. Ah, no, Lizzie. . . . 1 — I took the 
pledge. 

LIZZIE [sympathetically]. Tsk, tsk ! Well, God help ye- 

[All laugh, including shaun. 
Mos. [lifting cup in toast], Slauncha ! [Drinks toaiec- 
PADRic [laughing and pointing to bench]. Will ye l°ok at 
the Widow Clafifey there ! She went to sleep with the 
'^els, sayin’ the rosary. 

LIZZIE. Ah, the poor woman’s wore out from bein up 
with MoUie all night. 

[katie, as if hearing them, wakes and resumes hei beads- 
DOCTOR enters from sick-room carrying his satchel, fo~ 
lowed by nora. All stare at him expectantly- 
DOCTOR. Sh^^ aU right in a couple of weeks, [doctor 
goes to chair R. of table, where lie sits and pulls on his sea-boots- 
KATIE CLAFFEY rises and goes into sick-room.] I made a careiu 
examination. No_intemaLiiyuries, but a. broken leg 
bruised collar-bon e. They’re setting nicely, though, 
NORA, who stands near door] You’re a very good ^ne-settet) 
Nora. See that you foUow my instructions and everything 
will be all right. 

NORA. Yes, sir. 

[maureen enters door R. quietly, and stands listenni^- 
doctor. And give her plenty of milk and a bit of 
... if you can get it. 

NORA. I wUl, Doctor. [£jci7 into sick-room, closing do<”- 
doctor [rising, and putting on first coat]. I W 9 n:t.need to 
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come back. piled on table] And now — eh 

• . . [Coi/^/w.] You, know we doctors have to live, too. 
[Hc-j^ es a little fo rced lau^h ; then goes up R. to get overcoat 
and hat. maureen slides out of his way, going to back of table C.] 
Unfortunately, we have to charge what may sometimes seem 
like M exorbitant fee . . . but, of course . . . tliat’s all a marrer 
of opinion. After all, the trip here entails a long and danger- 
ous crossing, and eh . . . ray time is valuable. [He puts on 
overcoat and returns to chair R. of table. He looks at everybody 
as he waits for some response, but there is only an embarrassing 
n/nice.] It’s too bad that society hasn’t seen its way clear 
to adopt a more charitable attitude towards you islanders 
and provide you with adequate medical attention. 

SHAUN MOR [r/siVij and coming to chair L. C.]. Doctor . . . 

It s distressed I am to tell ye .. . but we weren’t able to get 
the ten pounds to pay ye. 

DOCTOR. What I 

SHAUN MOR [indicating money]. We were only able to collect j I 
five pounds, two an’ nine-pence ha’penny, sir. / 

doctor. Haveyoutheeffronterytosuggestthaticutmyfee? v>'= 

SHAUN MOR. ’Tisn’t that aFall, Doctor . . . but, ye see. 

We . . . 

doctor [sarcastically]. Yes ! I’m beginnmg to see : now 
that you know the patient is out of danger, it’s obvious 
that you don’t intend to live up to your obligations. Isn’t 
that it ? 

[A second's pause as SHAUN attempts to control himself. 

MAUREEN [going to SHAUN quietly and holding out five gold 
pounds in her hand]. Shaun . . . 

SHAUN MOR [putting his bands behind his back and shaking his 
head]. Blessin’s o’ God on ye, child ... I couldn’t ! 

Maureen [simply, but determined]. Tak^ it, Shaun, or lU 
pitch it into the sea ! 


B 
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SHAUN MOR. Twould bc an unJucky thing to give up yet 
_dowTy, an you only goin’ to bc wed. 

MAUREEN. It’s for Mollic I’m doin’ it. I’d never forgive 
meself if I didn t. \Delibcrately places her gold on lable with 
rest oj money. \ There ! It’s done now. [Steps back and 
looks appealingly at the men.] And^donk _£Lny_ of. y^l] 
Dennie. 

tizziE. Maureen alana . . . it’s bad luck to fly. in .the f^ce 
of God and tamper with the ould customs. 

aiAureen. I know. “ Ne’er a fortune, ne’er a child. Tis 
the will o God ! [She goes up L. and sits on bench. 

SHAUN MOR [picking up money, leaving several small coins 
and crossing front oJ table]. We gave ye our word, Doctor. 

^ Here s yer money ! 

doctor [taking it, and counting]. Thank you. ... It t 

exactly the money . . . eight, nine, ten [Putting it in If 

fat wallet] It’s the principle of the thing. [Places wallet in 
pocket, picks up satchel, starts R. towards door.] Well ! Come 
on, you men ! I’m ready to go back to the mainland. 

(Turns to see if they are coining- 

PADRic [quietly, after an ominous pause]. Can ye svviffli 
Doctor ? 

doctor Why ? 

mical duv [deliberately]. Because we’re not takin ye back ! 

doctor [looks from one to the other; steps forward]. What 
do you mean ? You agreed . . . 

MICAL duv. We only agreed to bring ye over. There was 
no word said about takin ye back ! 

shamus. Ye made a hard bargain. Doctor. We kept otir 

doctor. But it’s nine miles to the mainland. How am I 
omg to get there ? [The men smile at each other. Tk 
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DOCTOR a^atn to door.] All right I’ll get three other 
curraghmen to do it 

[men lmi£h. 

SHAMUS. There’s not a curraghman on the Island of In- 
nisheen would row ye back. 

Mical duv [poking SHAMUs], Now why did ye tell him, 
Shamus ! ’Twould be no harm for him to go ’round and 
find out for himself. 

SHAMUS. Ah, sure, wouldn’t it be a sin now, to have the 
doctor wa stin’ his valuable rime. 

tizziE armchair cushion]. Arrah, sit down. Doctor 

fi?flin,,_and make yerself at home. f5/ie pours tea dnd puts 
milk in If. I Sure, ye’ll need the rest. It’s a long trip back 
• • . even if ye don’t make it. There’s nothin’ like a daycent 
cup o’ tay to calm yer nerves. How much sugar do ye take ? 

doctor. I don’t want any tea. 

lizzie [shaking her head]. Isn’t that strange now ; atf 
.wficn^ ye first came here ye were so fond of it. Tsk, tsk, 
•sk ! Musha, tlie poor man’s losin’ his appetite. 

[men shake their heads in mock sympathy, stir and drink 
their tea noisily as doctor paces up and down, lizzie 
offers cup to shaun, who is seated on chair L. C. 

SHAUN mor. No, thank ye kindly. 

(lizzie sits on stool below fire and drinks the tea herselj, 
enjoying the following scene. 

doctor (jfops paring]. You can’t do tliis to me. I’ll have 
the law on you. 

SHAUN MOR \quietly, removing pipe]. What law ? 

doctor. I’ll have you all thrown into jail for this. 

SHAUN MOR (riiiii^ and taking a step C.]. Ah, its non- 
sense yer talkin’. Doctor. There’s only one law here and 
we need nayther police nor jails to enforce it, ’Tis the law 
f Maybe ye never heard of it ? The law of tins 
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Island is Christian chariQ' ... to ^it the sick, help. the poor, 
and love yer fella-man for the lov^o God. 

DOCTOR. 1 didn t come here to liken to any of your 
ignorant Island sermons. 

SHAUN MOR. No ! Ye came here for ten pounds that wc 
could ill afford. An’ you knowin’ that the money among 
us is as scarce as the potatoes we eat. An’ it’s distressed we 
are to get the price of a dayceni pair o’ britches to wear to 
Mass on Sunday. 

DOCTOR. Ijm not concerned with your eco n omic circum- 
' ^ ^ right to exact what 1 consider a rea^iwble 

for my services. 

SHAUN MOR {tiirimg back to chair L. C., sittinol An’ so did 
Judas ! 

[The DOCTOR look, at the men. All ignore him and eat 
their bread and drink their tea with relish. DOCTOR 
paces floor , sits in armchair, drumming the wood with 
nervous fingers. No sound is heard except the ticking 
of the large clock. 

DOCTOR [looking at clock, then at watch ; rising]. This is 
ot g s ort of kidnapping. Every minute you keep me 

here you make it harder for yourselvL 

mical DUV [to SHAMUS]. Couldn’t we let the doctor have 
hat ould boat that was wrecked on Slieve Head? You 

shamt hole in the bottom ? 

be ’ u- r yc wouldn’t want the doctor to 

he might faU through the 
his pockets ^ "^hh the weight of all that gold in 


[The mttgria- 
i came into me mind. Do ye 


1 - — vrtuic inio me mine 


\ 
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PADRic. Well, 1 was just wonderin’. Maybe if we talked 
to one o’ them whales lurin’ off the Cliffs o’ Mohill, he 
might be willin’ to swally the doctor and spit him out in 
Dunmore ? 

MICAL Duv. It’s a darlin’ idea. We could toss the gentle- 
man to the whales from die end o’ die Cliff . . . 

SHAMUs. Ah, no, boys. I’m afeared that wouldn’t work at 
all. Them whales has terrible sensitive stomachs. 

DOCTOR. Will you please stop diis buffooncr)’ ? I’ll . . . 
rU pay you to take me back. 

[men laugh hilariously. 

SHAUN MOK [risitij, crossing to L. oj table]. Stop yer jokin 
now, boys. The doctor made a bargain widi us to come 
here, so, why shouldn’t we make a bargain with him to 
take him back ? 

DOCTOR out his wallet]. All right. How much do 


you want ? 

SHAUN MOR [hitting the table with a thump]. The price is 
ten pounds ! 

DOCTOR. Ten pounds ? It’s ridiculous . . . absurd ! I 


can't afford it ! 

SHAUN MOB. “ We’re not, concerned with ycr„cconomic 


cirramstances.” 

DOCTOR. But die price is unreasonable. 

SHAUN MOR. “These men have a right to exact .what They 
consider a reasonable fee for their services. 

~~b 6 cTORrTm willing to oficr you a pound for the trip. 
That’s, eh ... six shillings and eight-pence apiece. Take it 
or leave it. 

[He turns away R. 

[father TIM and deNNIS enter R. The priest uses holy water. 

FATHER TIM. God savc ail here, and take it or leave what . 

[dennis goes into sick-room,_ 
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DOCTOR. Father . . . these men have refused to take me 
back to the mainland. I even offered to pay them. I made 
them a very generous offer. 

SHAUN MOR [L. C., on chair]. Father, he said that a mar. 
had a right to charge what he thinks a_job is. worth. So 
I set a price of ten pounds for the trip back ... an cheap 
at that- 

FATHER TIM. Ten pounds ? [He thinks, then laughs.] Shaiin. 
you’re a king^d.a.poet. [To doctor] I’m afraid ye ve put 
your fooTin it. Doctor. 

DOCTOR. But what am I going to do, Father ? 

FATHER TIM. Well, if it was for me to say ... I might 
meet ye half-w’ay on the price. [He looks at the men.] 
it s not for me to decide. That’s Shaun Mor’sj’ob. 

^e elected King of this Island and a fair man. _ ^ 

^ ^ [freest into sick-room closing door behind 

DOCTOR [taking out wallet again]. What’s your lowest • 

SHAUN MOR. All right . . . like Father Tim said . • -J. 
ffl?ct-ye half-way on it. , 

padric. Hey, Shaun ! Come here. There’s somethiu 
.else we want. 

SHAUN MOR. Excuse me, Doaor. 

[He goes to men. They whisper and laugh while doctok 
paces up and down, shaun mor leaves them and go^ 
L. to fireplace, where he fills and lights his pipe, 
folded paper from can on mantel, which he lights feon> 
fire, replacing unburm portion in can afterwards. 

shaaius [during above business]. We’re udllin’ to take )'«. 

• •■iLyS^’iLgive^us that.litde bell we_saw 
^ble in yer house. 

doctor.' What bell ? 

s^ius. The queer-lookin’ bell with the knob on top that 
makes the silvery music sound. ' 
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DOCTOu. The servant’s call-bell ? 

PADRic. That’s the one. 

DOCTOR fre/iei'Ci/|. Oh ! Yes . . . yes, of course. [Puts 
wallet hack in pocket, speaks magnanimously.] Yes. I’ll make 
you a present of it, 

SHAMUS [risitig]. Well, that’s real daycent of ye. Come 
on, lads, we’ll get tlic boat ready. 

[Cetting his coat, .sncAL duv has risen and is putting on 
his coat. 

MCAL DUV. We’d better take an extra pair of long oars. 
I’ll run across to the house and get them. [Goes to door R. 

SHAMUS. Do that. We might need tliem. And make 
haste, will ye ? The ride’ll be turnin’ soon. 

NUCAL DUV. 1 will. 

(SHAMUS returns to batch, sits, doctor paces floor. 
DENNIS and FATHER TIM COItte OUt of sick-roOllt. FATHER 
TIM sits on bench up L., with maureen. Dennis 
stands near-by. 

SHAUN mor. Ye might as well sit down. Doctor, an keep 
yersclf warm while ycr waitin’. There s a sharp wind 
blowin’ outside. Mich won’t be long. 

DOCTOR [sitting in armchair]. I’m glad that s all settled. 

SHAUN MOR. An’ so am I. Well, eh — if ye don t mind. 
Doctor, we’d like ye to pay us that five pounds . . . now. 

DOCTOR [jumping to his feet]. Fine pounds ? For what ? 

SHAUN MOR. Don’t ye remember ? I agreed to meet ye 
half-way on the price. 

DOCTOR. But ... eh ... I must have misunderstood 
you ? 

SHAUN MOR. I’m sorry if ye did. Doctor. But that wm 
the bargain. Sure, we only want the return of Maureen & 
dowry money. 

Dennis [looking towards maureen]. Maureen . . . 
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DOCTOR. I won’t pay it ! snihbornlj- 

[sHAUN MOR shrugs his shoulders, turns L. and sits- 
PADRic. Looks like the doctor’s thinkin o settlin o"'” 
here, Shamus. 

SHAMUS [taking off his coat]. Well, now . . . twill c ^ 
great blessin’ havin’ a doctor handy. 

DOCTOR [wes, goes to shamus and padric]. I’m willing 
make a private deal with you fellows, if you 11 only sten 
to reason. 

PADRIC [to doctor]. Nec hig-um may un Bearla.* 
SHAMUS [to padric]. Kade thaw shea a-raw, ah Fhaw 
rick ? ^ 

DOCTOR [to priest]. What are they calking about ? 

FATHER TIM. They say they don’t understand English. 
doctor. B-but they were just speaking . . • 

FATHER TIM. If ye’ll take my advice, ye’ll deal with Sna 
Mor. 

doctor [toljm^ out wallet, going to shaun mor]. All ng^|' 
Tm willing to pay you two pounds, [shaun mob turns 
back.] Very well then, t/iree pounds. 

[Places three pound notes on la 

SHAUN MOR. I think the men might be wilhn to row y 
back . . . about half-way . . . four an’ a half miles . . . 

Sure ye could swim the rest of the way. , 

DOCTOR [putting down another pound note]. Four ponn 
then ? 

SHAtJN MOR. Ah, ye’re gettin’ closer to shore noW- 
it s still five pounds, an’ in gold, Doctor, to land yc soft a 
sound in Dunmore. , 

doctor. It s an outrage ! That’s what it is. [Picks up ^ 
■notes, and grudgingly lays down five pounds in gold.] Ther^ 

* I don’t understand English. 

“ What IS it he's saying, Padric ? 
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PADRic. An’ die bell ? 

DOCTOR thoroughly exasperated]. Yes, you can 

have it. 

SHAUN MOR [r/inig]. Maureen . . . come here, alana. 
[maureen rises from batch up L., crosses down to shaun mor. 
He picks up money, takes her hand and puts the gold in iV.] 
And may God bless ye, Maureen, with a grand houseful o’ 
children. 

MAUREEN. Thank ye kindly, Shaun. 

[S/ie returns to bench L. 

[Priest smiles, rises, and nods to dennis. dennis sits on 
bench with maureen, and takes her hand. She smiles 
up at him happily, aucal duv enters R. He looks 
worried. He has trouble closing door against wind. 
DOCTOR rises, picking up satchel. 

^ MiCAL DUV. There’s a big flock o’ sea-birds after flyin’ m 
I from the north-west. 

[All but DOCTOR cross themselves, men look at each other 
fearfully., 

father TIM. How does it look, Mick ? 

MICAL DUV. There’s a bad sea risin’. I’m afeared it looks 
like a Nor’ wester. 

[sHAUN and priest cross to window up R. and look out. 

doctor (<i//iio 5 t beside himself]. What does all this mean ? 
f father TIM. It means. Doctor, that no boat can leave or 
j land here in the teeth of a north-west gale. 

SHAUN MOR. Saint Christopher himself couldn’t get through 
that sea. 

father TIM [getting his hat]. I’d better go over to die 
chapel and ring the storm-signal. I’m afraid ye 11 have to 
wait till it blows over. Doctor. 

'j [He exits hurriedly R., having same difficulty as mical 
DUV with door. 
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DOCTOR [crossing anxiously to shaun mor]. How long will 
tliis storm last ? 

SHAUN MOR. Oh, sometimes only a few days . - . some- 
times a month. . . . 

DOCTOR. A month I 

SHAUN MOR. We can’t control the weather, Doctor. 

[mical duv and shamus hang up coats and sit at tahli. 

DOCTOR [worried]. But I just paid you five pounds to take 
me back. 

SHAUN mor [calmly, as he lights his pipe at fireplace]. An so 
we will . . . when die storm blows over. 

DOCTOR. When the storm blows over ? ^ 

SHAUN MOR. Atrm’t I after tellin’ ye. Doctor, that the men U 
land ye safe and sound ? 

[Low rumble of thunder is heari- 

DOCTOR. Yes, but . . , 

SHAUN MOR. Twouldn’t be honest now, would it, if Y® 
got drownded before the men could keep their word ? 

DOCTOR. But you said ... ^ 

SHAUN MOR. We said we’d take ye back, but sure we didn t 
say when, did we ? 

[uzziE has risen from stool near fireplace and is pouring 
tea for dennis and maureen. She notices DOCTOR 
pacing impatiently and looking out window up R- 

lizzie. Arrah, Doctor ; ye’U be gettin’ yerself seasick 
lookin’ out chere. Come on over by the fire and make 
yerself comfortable. 

^ DOCTOR [irritably cynical]. Don’t worry about me. 1 ® 

I quite comfortable. 

[Louder rumble of thunder. 

lizzie [to SHAUN MOR in a loud whisper]. Ah, the poor man 
IS homesick. [Sincerely solicitous] Arrah, sit down, Doctor 
. an give yer ould carcass a rest, an’ while yer wainn 
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Or the storm to blow over, maybe we can coax Shaun to 
us some, of his grand stories. . 

[All but the DOCTOR are delighted. The curraghmen 
rise and pull their bench to place at parallel angle facing 
fireplace. 

all \like children]. Yes, come on, Shaun, tell us one. 
padric. Aye, tell the one ye told the night o’ Matt O'Brien’s 
vake. 

MAUREEN. Shaun, tell us about the time the devil went 
iirough Athlone. 

SHAMus. Ah, that’s a darlm’ story. 

[They have all seated themselves round fireplace, their 
backs to the doctor, who, thoroughly disgusted, slumps 
in armchair R. oj table. 

SHAUN MOR [holding up his hand for silence]. Sh ! I’ll tell 
e one now, if ye’ll all keep still. [Notices DOCTOR. Hospi- 
li/y] Wouldn’t ye like to come over an’ join us. Doctor ? 
doctor |soi(r/y]. No, dianks. 

[sHAUN MOR shrugs in disappointment. Then deliberately 
lights his pipe from fire while all wait expectantly. 
Louder rumble of thunder, dennis slips arm around 
Maureen’s waist, shaun mor clears his throat and 
narrates in measured tones of the native story-teller. 
He pays no further attention to the doctor. During 
recital, DOCTOR coughs, looks impatiently at watch and 
nervously fingers his heavy gold watch-chain. 

SHAUN MOR. Well, here’s a stor)’ was told me by a sailor- 
lan who sailed the seven seas o’ the world. . . . Once upon 
rime, there was an ould king, an’ he lived in a grand goIden\ 
ilace in a lovely land across the sea. This ould king was 
terrible heathen entirely. He had bags an bags o gold 
hich he loved better than anydiing else in the world . . . 
mical duv. What was his name, Shaun ? 
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SHAUN MOR. Oh, heh-heh, I forgot to tell ye. Sure his 
name was King Midas. Now, besides his gold, the king 
had a lot o’ leamin’ from grand books. But, in spite of his 
leamin’, he had no wisdom at all. He spent all his time 
thmkin’ of the gold, an’ wishin’ he had more of it. 
heh-heh . . . sure the ditnl a bit o’ good the gold did him 
either, for he was so busy thinkin’. o£it, -that he neyer_^„ 
time to get a litde fun out o’ life ! \Tliey all laugh, docto.^ 
sits staring at his gold chain wound round his hand. Very Ion 
thunder-crash, jollowed by distant tolling of church bell, •d' 
listen.^ There’s the storm bell ringin’. 

[They listen. Intermittent bell to airtain. 

SHAiiDS. Isn’t a beU a grand sound ! 1 'ss'ish we 

had that litde bell the doctor promised us. ’Twas a darlin 
sound. 

-vncAL Dtjv. Faith, it was that. And a lovely-lookin object 
it was, too. Ah, ’twould be a real joy to have it. ^ 

PADRic [fishing in down-stage pocket he pulls forth the litt‘0 
bell, holds it proudly in the palm of his Imnd and grins at WiCii 
Duv]. Well, here it is, me boys ! Sure I couldn’t resist it 
... I said a litde prayer when I was takin’ it. , 

MiCAL DUV [shocked^. But sure, that’s stealin, Padric, on 
stealin’s a terrible sin ! 

PADRIC. Aw, what’re ye talkin’ about, man. Didn t the 
do CTor give it to us for takin’ him back ? 

[doctor throws up his hands in complete resignation- 
intermittent sound of church bell heard through stor^ 
until curtain. “ Bing ! ” padric taps the bell, 
holds out hand with the bell on it. Laughing and vast ) 
amused, they all start taking turns at striking the be i 
as 


the curtain falls 
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SCENE I 

The SCENE is a living-room in a humble Scottish cottage^ No 
scenery is necessary ; a table and two or three wooden chairs 
will adequately suggest the required atmosphere. 

MARGARET CARLYLE, a youiig homely Scottish woman, is laying 
a simple meal and humming cheerfully to herself. As the 
clock strikes twelve her husband enters. He is dressed as a 
working man. His name is james Carlyle. 

MARGARET [her back to the door]. Is that you, Tom ? 

JAMES. It’s not. It’s me. 

MARGARET. Jamcs. Yc’tc back early. 

JAMES. Aye. 

MARGARET. Is anything amiss ? [Startled] Why, what- 
ever ! [Accusingly] Oh, James— ye’ve been fighting 

again ! 

JAMES. Aye. 

MARGARET. What was it ? 

JAMES. They gipsies. A band o’ godless 

MARGARET [quickly]. Aye, aye. Dinna say what, ye’ll be 
sorry for. 

JAMES. I’ll no’ be sorry tor anythmg I can say about yon 
lot — or anything I can do to them, either ! An if the law 
doesna’ protect an honest man, he mon protect himsel . 
MARGARET They’ve been at ye again ? 

^ Application lor permission to broadcast, record by mechamcal 
means, or aa this play in public must be made to the author’s agents, 
Messrs Cunis Brown Ltd., 6 Henrietta Street. Covent Garden, 
London, W.C. 2 . 
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JAMES. Aye. I’ll no' stand for it ! They’ll no’ get money 
out o’ me. 

MARGARET. They’ve threatened ye ? 

JAMES. Aye. If I dinna pay ’em they’ll no’ let me do ma 
work in peace ! I’m a Godfcarin’ man, ye ken, Margaret. 

MARGARET. Ye are, James. 

JAMES. I’m not the only one. There’ll be blood shed in 
Ecclefechan one o’ these days. 

MARGARET. Let me bathe your eye, James. 

JAMES. It 11 mend. Wheer’s Tom ? 

MARGARET. The laddie’s no’ hame yet. 

JAMES. It’s a long walk fro’ Annan for wee legs. ^ 

MARGARET, They’re no’ that wee. I often think that Tom s 
a long sprawlmg' lU-put-together thing. 

JAMES. Aye — aye. But he’s got a head on him. ^ 

MARGARET. He should be hame. It’s past twelve — and he s 
aye one for liis dinner. 

JAMES. Aye, he is that. 

[jAMEs throws off his coat and sits at the table- 

MARGARET. The meenister was here. 

JAMES. Aye ? 

MARGARET. He’s tryin’ to raise money. 

JAMES. That doesna’ surprise me. He’s aye tryin to raise 
money. What’s it for this time ? 

MARGARET. Window blinds for the kirk. 


JAMES. Ye didna gie him anything ? 

MARGARET. I did not. 1 tellt him to ask ye himself. 
JAMES. He’ll get naethin’ out o’ me. 

®nt, James — window blinds for the kirk ! 
JAMk. Ill no’ be a party to any device to keep Gods 

^unhght out o’ God’s own house. 

[tom CARLYLE comes in. He is a boy oj 
THOMAS. Mither ! 
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MARGARET. Hcrc’s Tom. Ye’re lookin’ fine, laddie. Are 
ye hungry ? 

THOMAS. Aye, Mitlier — I’m ay hungry. 

MARGARET [rtn-Yioiir/y]. Does your aunt no’ give ye enough 
to eat ? 

THOMAS. Aye. But I’m ay hungry in between ma meals. 
MARGARET. And how d’ye like your first week i’ your new 
school ? 

THOMAS. I dinna. 

JAMES, why not ? 

THOMAS. I dinna hke tlie boys. I tellt tliem I knew Latin, 
and they said I was ay braggin’. An — an [sififfit’s] 
ca’d me greetin’ Tom. 
margaretT" W hy did they ca’ ye that ? 

THOMAS. I greeted. 

MARGARET. Ma poor wce laddie. 

[tom sits at the table opposite his father. 
THOAtAS. Aye. But I punched one o’ them on the nose 

an’ anotlier in the weskit. ^ 

MARGARET. Fightih’ 1 I’U no’ hae ye takin after your 

fatlier. 

JAMES. An’ wot’s wrong wi’ me ? , 

THOMAS. But ye ken, Mitlter, I want to do ma Latin an 

ma mathematics. , 

JAMES. An’ I want to do ma work. If folks wilna let us, 

they must take the consequences, eh, Tom ? 


THOMAS. Aye. , 

MARGARET [siohitig]. But it’s a sair thing to be a hg^er at 
your age. They ca’ your father the fighting mason. a 
they’ll ca* you when ye’re a meenister o the 'ir 

JAMES. I’d forgotten ye were to be a meenister o the kirk. 
Aye. It’s no’ the way tae prepare yoursel’ for the meemstry. 
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THOMAS. But if the boys make fun o' me 

JAMES. It’s deeficult. Aye, it's deeficult. Maybe n cy 
provoke ye it’s a difierent matter. But no fightin or c 
pleasure of it, mind ye. ^ , 

MARGARET. Here’s your dinner, the both o ye- ^ y® 
walk all the way fro’ Aimun, Tom ? 

THOMAS. Aye. 

MARGARET. Six miles ! 

THOMAS. The carrier gie’d me a bit lift. 

MARGARET. How far ? 

THOMAS. Fro’ — fro’ Annun tae — tae the end of our street. 
MARGARET. Ye’ve no’ walked a hunder’ yards ! 

THOMAS. I’m as hungry as if I’d walked six miles, Mit ^ > 
I am really. > 

MARGARET. There. Eat that—then ye can gang out an 

PW- . , rmVvt 

THOMAS. I dinna want tae play. [With his J 

started French. , > 

JAMES. I’ve ay wanted a son that could talk Frenc a 
Latin. What’s the French for “ It’s a braw day ’ i j 
THOMAS. I've no’ got as &r as that. We’ve only ha on 
lesson. 

MARGARET. What did ye leam in your lesson ? 

THOMAS. Un — deux — ^trois — quatre 

JAMES. What’s diat ? 

THOMAS. It’s countin’. Can I have a bit pie, Mither . 
AiARGARET. Yc’vc no’ finished your broth. 

THOMAS. I want a bit pic. 

Margaret. Yc’U finish your broth like a good 
laddie. 

THOMAS [resigned]. Aye. [Briphllv] Then may I hac a bi' 
pic, Mither ? 

J'tARGARET. Mebbc. 
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THOMAS. When I’m a mecnistcr o’ the kirk, I’ll be able 
tae eat a bit pie whenever I’ve a mind. 

JAMES. When ye’re a meenister o’ the kirk, ye U no think 
o’ carnal things. 

THOMAS, what’s carnal tilings ? 

JAMES. Pie — an’ the like. 

THOMAS. Is that so ? 

JAMES. Aye. A meenister o’ the kirk sets his mind on 
higher things than a bit pie. 

THOMAS [with his mouth full]. ThenJ’IljiolJbe_a_meenister 
o’ the lark ! 

MARgaeet. Oh, an’ what will ye be ? 

THOMA S. I’ll mebbe be a writer. 

MARGARET. Ma conscience ! The things ye say ! 

JAMES. Is there money tae it ? 

THOMAS. Every time ye buy a book, him that wrote it 
gets a bawbee — or mebbe mair. 

JAMES. Aye, it sounds fine. But what way will ye write 

the book ? 

THOMAS. With ma pen. 

JAMES. An’ wheer will ye get your bit pie whiles ? 

THOMAS. When I’ni bigger I^U^ang tae the uni veKity_jn 

Edinburgh, an’ I’ll , 

MARGARET. Dinna talk sae much, ma laddie. There s your 

bit pie. Get your teeth intae that. 

THOMAS [tuith enthusiasm]. Aye, I will i 

CURTAIN 


SCENE n 

A room in a humble lodging in Edinbu^. Chaiis and 
are a little better than those TnTlwJirst scene. t lerwtse n 
change is necessary. 
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CABLYIE, noil/ a tnanj)f jJjirty,Js sitting at the table, stirTouidd 
by untidy papers and books. A bowl of porridge is before lw»- 
The LANDLADY enters. 

LANDLADY. Ye rang, Mr Carlyle ? 

CARLYLE. Aye. What’s this ? 

LANDLADY. Parritch. 

CARLYLE. It s no’ my idea o’ parritch. ^ 

LANDLADY. Ye’re a deeficult lodger, Mr Carlyle, an 
a fact. Three momin’s oot o’ four ye’ve complained o thi. 
parritch. 

CARLYLE. Aye, an’ I’ll complain ten momin’s oot o ten ! 
There’s a lump in it. 

LANDLADY. I ve Stirred it till ma arm aches, Mr Carlyle- 


CARLYLE. It s ma stomach I’m concerned with, woman- 
no your arm. There’s rats in it ! 
landlady. Rats ? 

CARLYLE. Aye — rats ! A pain that’s due to the disgu^tA 
stuff that ye cdl parritch ! Take it away. 
landlady. What’ll ye eat then ? 

CARLYLE. Nothin g. I’ll_starve ! And .the_world .will 
ji^reat author. 


landlady. Mcbbe it will, Mr Carlyle, but if it docs, it 
no be my fault. There’s nactliing wrang %vi’ the parritch- 
CARLYLE [with temper]. I teU you there is ! Take it away • 
a .c everything away I Ho\v can I write in .this„liovel-^ 
V It j ou ckattcring — the noisc-r^thc discomfort — - 
ia.s’dlady [philosophically]. Aye— ye’ve cot one o’ yo'^ 
moods. Mr Carlyk. Mcbbe ye’ll be better by dinner-timt 
wlicn ye re hungrier. There’s a liaggis. ' 

PXYLr. I don t want it. I never want to cat again ! 
yoTJiiZl. Yc’ll ring ,vkn >= »>'“ 

CARLi-LT, I tell yc 
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landlady. I haird yc. I’ve nae doubt your mither’s a 
good woman, but if she can make parritch like 

CAiu-YLE She can ! Get out — and leave me 

^one_!^ I must work ! 

LANDLADY. Aye — ^)'e’ll be better alone. [She goes out. 

CARLYLE [to himself] . So it goes on ! Noise. Distraction. 
No time — ^no leisure — ^no peace ! A g enius and — [irrilahly] 
.YY^y. didn’t tliat woman bring the letters ? 

[He rings a bell violently. After a little pause the land- 
lady returns. 

landlady. Ye rang, Mr Carlyle ? Will I bring the 
parritch bach ? 

CARLYLE. No ! Where are the letters ? 

landlady. They never come before twenty past. But 
there’s a gendeman tae see ye. A Mr Irving 

CARLYLE [eagerly]. Irving ! Y^^rels'he? Show him in ! 
Don’t keep him waiting 

landlady. He’s here. [irving comes in. 

mviNG. Tom ! 

CARLYLE. Edward ! What are you doing in Edinburgh ? 

IRVING. I had to come. 

CARLYLE. Preaching ? 

IRVING. To-morrow. 

CARLYLE. I’ll come to hear ye ! 

landlady [patiently]. Will I bring the parritch, Mr 
Carlyle ? 

CARLYLE. No ! Yes ! Wait. [To irving] Have you had 
breakfast ? 

irving. Yes. 

CARLYLE [with heavy politeness]. You will please take the j 
disgusting mess you call parritch, Mrs Macintosh, and pour 
it down die drain. 

irving [remonstrating]. Tom ! 



134 


TEN SELECTED ONE-ACT PLAYS 

LANDLADY. He docsna mean it, sir. 

CARLYLE. I do mean it ! Bum it — destroy it — bury it ! 
And never dare to make parritch again ! 

LANDLADY. Ye’U no’ hae tac mind what he says, sir— he s 
no’ himsel’ this momin’. [She goes out. 

CARLYLE. That woman will drive me insane ! 

IRVING. Then why not change your lodgings ? 
anodier landlady. 

CARLYLE. They’re all the same. Stupid— or ,dirty or 
(^honest. 

IRVING. What you want is a wife. 

CARLYLE. Now what made you say that ? Has Jane written 
to ye ? 

IRVING. Jane ? 

CARLYLE^Jane Welsh. 

IRVING. So (Itat’s what’s on your mind, is it ? 

CARLYLE. No. It^ indigestion — and work — an d the w o^ 
IRVING. 3^ha^ the world done ? ~ " 

CARLYLE. No thing. That’s the trouble. I’ve got_braui5, 
j/Edward. I fe/iotv iVe got brains. Industry — ^intelligence 
j'l genius ! Ancfthe world lets me stay here — in this miserable 

I dodging— wasting^myself ! 

j IRVING. You’re a great talker, Tom— especially about your- 
t se . Biu you can t expect the world to recognize 
‘ a genius until you do something to prove it. 

CARLYLE. The L ife of Schiller? 

IRVING. YSriESrWir^d. I read it in The Loudon 
Magazine. But you’ve got to do better. 

CARLYLE. I’ve ttanslated Wilhelm Meister. 

IRVING. There s nothing~BHpniI'””about a translation. 

— something original. 

^Yi^ It’s eSff5fy5ir~Y^oirgFtli^ 

pulpit and talk-and aU London comes to hear ye. 
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IRVING. You think tliat’s easy. 

CARLYLE. You don't sit here — ^surrounded by all sorts of 
difficulties, — writing your heart out ! And what do I get 
for it ? Nothing ! 

IRVING. You want success too early, Tom. You’ll not get 
it that way. 

CARLYLE. How can I get it ? 

IRVING. If you want the truth, Tom — by doing something 
good instead of just talking about it. 

CARLYLE. I have done something. I’ve written to Goethe . 

IRVING. You have, eh? That’s good. The unknown , 
Scottish b oy writes to the greatest living poet ! 

CARLYLE. Is it my fault I’m unknown ? 

IRVING. Yes. And the pity of it is, you’ve no need to be. 
You’re sorry for yourself, Tom — about nothing. Do you 
think people would come to hear me if I was sorry for 
myself? Not one of them. Work, man ! Write the stuff i 
that’s in you — then you won’t have time to complain that I 
the World neglects you. What have you said to Goethe ? 

CARLYLE. I’ve Sent him Wilhelm Meister and the Life of 
^Schiller. 

IRVING. Does he read English ? 

CARLYLE. I’ve no idea. 

IRVING. Then what do you expectyto_get_outyo/ it ? 

CARLYLE, what jfoVget out of the crowds that come to 
Hatton Garden to hear you preach — recogmtion — encoi^ge- 
ment — something tae show that someone believes, in jne. 

IRVING. And you choose Goethe ? 

CARLYLE, why not? 

mviNG. Well, no one will be able to say that you’re without 
-a mbition— -of a sort. , 

CARLYLE. It’s no’ a question of ambition. Goeffie s got a 
brain . As^good.as.miue. 
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IRVING. He’d be pleased to know that. 

CARLVIR. You can sneer 

IRVING. I m not sneering. But you’re/asking for a dis- 
appointment, Tom. If you imagine that Goethe — ■ 

\vill bodier widi you — yet, you're mistaken. You ve pub- 
lished a couple of books. That’s good enough for a young 
man — but wait until you’ve done something good before 
you go to a man like (3ocdie. 

CARLYLE. You don’t understand 

IRVING. I understand you — ^perfeedy. You know, l.dont 
think Jarie Welsh is good for you. 

CARLYLE, wily not ?* 

IRVING, she flatters you. And if she marr ies y ou, she 
flatter you worse than ever. 

CARLYLE. Who said she was going to marry me ? 

IRVING. You as good as admitted it. 

CARLYLE. I’ve writteii asking her to marry.me. 

IRVING. Heaven help you if she docs ! 

CARLYLE. You Said I wanted a wife. 

IRVING. I doubt if Jane Welsh is the wife you want. 

CARLYLE. You introduced me to her. 

IRVING. I did — may heaven forgive me. 

[T/ie LANDLADY retiiriis- 

CARLYLE laniwyed]. What do you want, Mrs Macintosh? 
If you say parritch 

landlady. The post. There’s twa letters for ye. 

post, of course. Give them to me. 

^iTOLADY. Will the gendeman no’ hae some parritch? 
They re fine an’ 

CARLYLE. No. 

IRVING. No, thank you, Mrs Macintosh. It’s very gooi 
or you, but 

[cARLYLB eagerly opens one of the letters and reads H- 
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LANDLADY. I'd dae anything for a friend o’ Mr Carlyle. 
Hels.a.qucer_gcntlcman, but he h^ a . deal to H^e. [Coii^- 
Jeiitially] He has a rat inside liim. 

CARLYLE [excitedly]. Go away ! Edward — listen to this ! 
It’s from Goetlie ! 

IRVING. Goetlie ! 

LANDLADY. Then ye’U no’ be wanrin the parritch, sir ? 

CARLYLE No 1 Go (ttvay ! 

LANDLADY [cctlmly]. if ye do, ye’ve only tae ring, sir. 

[The LANDLADY goes: out. 

CARLYLE. That woman will be the death of me. 

IRVING. You’re more likely to be die death of her. W at 
does Goethe say ? 

CARLYLE. It’s ill German. 

IRVING. I’m not surprised. . 

CARLYLE [e.voVcd/y]. He says — er — die yes . T. ije oj 
SchillerJsjo.hs .translated into German ! He offers to wn e 
a preface to it ! Er— “ great.abiliries “ moral force . 
What do you think of that ? 

reviNG. You’re beginning. , 

CARLYLE. Beginning? ^ R.eco gniwn^ .Jg SSlHiy— Y 

.Goethe ! And you call it beginning ! 

mviNG. So will you in a few yean jCjou rea y wn c 
d^ stuff-you’re capable of ! Whom is e o er 

CARLYLE. Jane Welsh. Goethe says that the whqle.philo- 
soph y of my 

IRVING. Aren’t you going to open it ? 

CARLYLE. Open what ? 

IRVING, lane’s letter. _ , , ^ 

CARLYLE. It can wait. Goethe offers, tO—^ P--®®- °; 
the leadine German philosqphers^nd - 

IRVING. You said you’d written asking her to marry } 
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CARLYLE. So 1 did. Yes — of course. 

[He opens the second letter. 

mvENG. Well? 

CARLYLE [rather overcome]. She’s going to marry me, 
Edward. Jane — my wife — ^and Goethe — m y friend ! 
IRVING, fhope you’irh e happy . 

CARLYLE. ;^d famous ! 

IRVING [a itiiIF3oubtfully]. I hope you can be both — but 
CARLYLE. W^ait. You were right. This is the beginning- 
rU make the world listen to me ! 


CURTAIN 

SCENE m 

The SCENE is a more comfortable room, carlylb’s study mCh^ y^ 
Row, Chelsea. 

CARLYLEpnoiF oFotit forty, is idling about the room, jane, hh 
wife, enters. 

JANE. Why, whatever is the matter ? You’re not working ■ 

I m taking a holiday. 

JANE [incredulously]. You ! Taking a holiday ! bn- 
possible ! 

CARLYLE. Why shouldn’t I take a holiday ? borjevaL- 

five or s^ix hours a dayTT*'^'^ 

■Imo-deserved a holiday ? 

JANE. Of course. And for months _.and napnths, befom 
^L.yt)u were reading all those dull books about the Frenc 

Revolution. ‘ 

CARLYLE. I didn’t find them duU. 

jane. Anybody else would have done. But you knew 
ow to make them come alive. Your French Revolution b 
the best t hing y ou’ve written. I’m proud of you.' 
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CARLYLE. Tvc on]y_finished the first volume, remember. 
Jme, 1 can t tell you with what rehef I wrote the last words 
oLthatjvolume. D’ye know what 1 did when I’d finished it ? 
jane. What? 

CARLYLE. lJbumt_aU__the jiotcs I’d made for it — ^piles of 
There,” I said — " I’ve finished wi’ ye ! An’ hours 
oJabour^yeVe^cost me.” " " ' 

jane. Yoi^really burnt them ? 

CARLYLE. Aye — ^31 the notes. I__wonder what Mill wE 
volume . 

JANE. Jolin Stuart Mill has been a good friend to us, 
CARLYLE. He has that. He lent me a hu ndred an d fifty 
French Revolution. 
jane. And you read them all. 

^^i-YLe. Every word — ^and poor stuff some o’ them were, 
^0- Jsme, my book is going tae make the whole o’ them 
Pack nurnh ers i 

JANE, I’m sure it will. When did Mr Mill take it ? 
CARLYLE. On Friday. It’s Monday to-day. Ma ybe h e'tl 
■^^^M’_tell me what he thinks of it. ^e’^a great man, 

^ we’re made. 

jane. It’s.been a struggle. But I was right, wasn’t I, vfhtxJ 
made yo u bum y our boats and come to London ? ' 

CARLYLE. Aye. And I was right when I refused to svrite 
fesftwge_bits_^a nd scra ps o’ newspaper articles. 
jane. All the same, we coitid do with the money. 

CARLYLE. We’ve money enough. 

jane. You don’t have to do the housekeeping. 

CARLYLE [sei'erefy]. That wife o’ Leigh Hunt’s been bor- 
owing again ? 

jane [/m/g/ju;^]. Not money. What do you think she 
Orrowed this morning ? 

CARLYLE. She’d borrow anything. 
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MRS TAYiOR. Ycs. It’s such a pity-rrafer.yo.'tiA^^^^ 
trouble of writing it. I can’t think what the silly girl 
wS~3oi5g] 

MILL [a little uncomfortably]. No — of course not. The— cr 
— the serious thing is the loss to Mr Carlyle. 

MRS TAYLOR. Oh, I do See that. It must be very at^ying- 
CARLYLE [sflrcasf/c<7//}>]. Annoy ing is the wor d, jna am. 
MILL. Scar cely. Mr Carlyle has put seven months of 
ge nius in to t hat w ork, and — 

MRS TAYLOR. Seven months ! Fancy ! 
mill. Now he will have the whole thing to do over again. 
[Anxiously] You vrili.recwriteat, of course. 

CARLYLE, r don’t blOW. 

MILL. But — I know th^^mere jphysical labour ofrO'Wri^g 
if to think of~but the groundwork 

You have your notes. 

CARLYLE. No. 

Mill. But surely you inade_notes — t he notes from _yhieh 
J ^ou w orked ? 

CARLYLE. I made them — but_I_destroyed_them_vvbe5_i^® 
volume was fi tushcrl 

mill [aghast]. You mean you haven’t a single .word? 
CARLYLE. Just thaC 

Mn.L. This is terrible ! You hear_that ? Mr Carlyle has 

destroyedjusjiotes. 

MRS TAYLOR. B ut surelv Mr Carlyle.^ has eot i t all i g% 
I k now when I have written a letter, I can remeinber 
PH£tic^,ej^tog r^ia Tbf da yy-afterwards." ' ’ 
mill. This is scarcely the same thing as writing a letter. 
MRS TAYLOR. Oh no, I see that — but you understand what 
”1^^- [Ctmtally] Wha.L.a_prettj^ress you have on, 

^ one cut j ust like' it l^^^.;^f“was,it.the 
Tear before ? "" 
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[low roicej. Carlyle — ^I*d like a word wth you. 
CARLYLE. What is it ? 

[mill and carlyle move aside, leaving MRS tayloh 
talking to jane, who is watching her husband in deep 
distress. 

lull [embarrassed]. Tm afraid Mrs Taylor doesn’t quite — 
er — understand svhat this means to you. But I assure you 
I do. I know that nothi ng I can do can possibly make up 
t o you in a ny way for the labour which. is now wasted — 

but — er — if you wdll allow me 

— CARLYLE, what’s this,? A cheque? 

LULL. Through my fault seven months of your_ame have 
^.enjwasted — ^j'ou must at least — er — let me — [with a rush] 
— dash it, my dear fellow, you m ust let me keep y ou for 
pother seven wliilst you re-write it. 

CARLYLE. That’s kindly meant of ye. 

LULL, It’s tlic least I can do. You’ll make me feel a litde 
Jess conscience-stricken if you’ll accept it 
CARLYLE.,Aye. I’ll acc ept some of it. 

Lull. All of it And if it’s not enough ^ 

CARLYLE. It’s too much. A hundred pounds is all wed 
have spent in seven months. 

LULL. Then t he other hund re d will perhaps er ^help to 

— er — help you to — er — get over your — er 

CARLYLE. Money co uldn’t do that. 
lull. No, of course — I realize that. But as a triflmg — 
shall We say — comp ensation. Come, Carlyle -you know 
how much I admire your work. I hope you know that I 

^^ilc_y_ourjfriendship. So as a friend 

CARLYLE. No. It wasna your fault. But becau ^jof the 
necessity. I’ll rob ye to^ffiF^menT^ the hunSc3-rbuC.no 
more. ' 

lull. Is that your final word ? 
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JANE. A fender ! ' ■ 

CARLYLE. Now whai would the woman want with 
borrowing a fender ? 

JANE. I’ve no idea. 

CARLYLE. Ye’ll no’ lend her money, Janie. 

JANE. Don’t worr)'. I haven’t any to lend. 

CARLYLE. Ye vdll havc — when The French Revolution ispub- 
lished. It’s going tae make my name — and both our fortunes. 
JANE. And you’re not sorry we left Craigenputtock ? 
CARLYLE. No. 

JANE. Not the least bit ? 

CARLYLE. No’ the least bit. 

\A door-hell rin^s in the distance. 

JANE. Who’s that ? 

CARLYLE. Mill ! He’s brought back the first volume. 

Now we shall know. Open the door to him, Janie 

(jane goes out. CARLYLE Waits a moment impatiently. 
JANE returns, very agitated. 

jane. Thomas — something has happened — 1 don’t know 
what. Mr Mill is as white as a sheet and 

[mill comes in. 

AHLL. Carlyle — I don’t 

CARLYLE, what’s the matter ? Are ye ill ? 

MILL. No. I don’t know how to tell you. 

CARLYLE. What is it, man ? Is it The French Revolution ? 
MILL. Yes. 

CARLYLE. Ye don’t like it ? 

MILL. Worse than that. 

CARLYLE. Out with it, man ! Dinna keep us in suspense. 
MILL., It’s humt. 

CARLYLE. lt’riuTwT/ ? 

MILL. The manuscript — 1 lent it to Mrs Taylor. A servant 
found it — and — used it to light a fire J" ~ 
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JANE. Oh, Thomas ! 

^UIi [I’ery Jii/resseJ]. What can, Ijay„? 

CARL-ra. Notliing. 

mu.. If Ka^ the least idea 

CARLYLE. I know. [ carlyl e lai ighs — a short bitter laugh 

CARLYLE. Seven months ! 

JANE. Isn’t there anything 

CARLYLE.JiJo. 

MILL. I assure you, Carlyle, Mrs Ta ylor is as upset as I a m. 
She’s in my carriage. May I bring her up ? 

CARLYLE. It would do no good. 

MOi. All the same, she’d like to 

(He goes out quickly as he speaks. 

JANE. It’s ternble. 

CARLYLE. Like a sentenc e of death. 

JANE. I know it isn’t his fault, but 

CARLYLE. Poor feUow^ He’s terribly jcut.up. 

JANE. He ought to be ! 

CA RLYLE. We mus m’t let him see how serious it i s for us. 
JANE. I don’t know how you can take it so calmly ? 
CARLYLE. Calmly ! I’m no’ calm, Janie—fV -Stunned. 

t’s — it’s like a knock-out blow 

[mill" returns ivith mrs taylor . a stupid, fashion able 
woman. She is supeiji^Iy apologetic. 

mu. Here is Mrs Taylor. She is simply overwhelmed 

MRS TAYLOR. Oh, Mr Carlyle— it was really too unfor- 
tunate. 

CARLYLE [stiffly]. I beg ye’ll no’ distress yourself, ma’am. 

MRS TAYLOR. Oh, but I do. It has quite decided me to get 
rid of that stupid maid. She’s br oken innumerable cups — 
and n ow she’s burnt y our manuscript. I let her see that I 
waFrSUvvex ed with her. 

CARLYLE [dryly]. That’s something, ma’am. 
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CARLYLE. Aye. 

MILL. Well, at least you will remember it’s there if you 
want it. 

CARLYLE. 1 Aan’t. [Looking at jane] 1 can see that Janie 
is_getting to dip end of her politcncs, yonder. If ye don’t 
mind, we’ll join the ladies. 

MILL. We must go in any case. You’ve taken this mag- 
nificendy, Carlyle. I can’t tell you how J felt. 

Carlyle. I can imagine it. 

[lull turns to MRS taylor. 

MILL. Come, my dear. We have taken up too much of 
Mr Carlyle’s time. 

MRS TAYLOR. Ycs. And I’m sure Mr Carlyle wants to sit 
do^.and start writing his book all oyer. again. 

CARLYLE. That’s the last thi ng I wa nt to do , jna’am... 

MRS TAYLOR. Oh, but it will be such {un trying to remember 
what you said. 

CARLYLE. Ye’ve a notion o’ fun, ma’amj butji.’m afraid 
it ’s no ’ mine ! 

MILL. Really, we must go. Good-bye, Mrs Carlyle. 
Don’t let your husband get despondent. Good-bye, Carlyle. 

CARLYLE. Good-bye to ye. 

MRS TAYLOR. Good-hy c, Mr Carlyle. And you Ve, not the 
only sufferer, you loiow. I've got to find a ne\y_maid, and 
the creatures are so terribly difficult. Good-rhye. Good-bye, 
dear Mrs Carlyle. 

JANE. Good-bye, ma’am. 

[They go out. 

JANE. I’d like to wring that woman’s neck ! 

CARLYLE. If it would do any good. I’d do it wi’ ma ain 
hands '. WhenJ.,think_ o’ the we aixhours 

JANE. Don’t think of them. ,You rati re-write i t. Better 
than before, probably. But .we’ve gqtjgjive. 
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CARLYLE. Very nearly. Forty years ago I should have 
done := — 

MARY. I expect you would. Everybody was afraid of you 
then, weren't they ? 

CARLYLE. Except your aunt. Janie wasn't afraid of me. 
She tised to bully me — ^unmercifully. 

MARY [reprovingly]. Oh, Uncle ! I expect you used to lead 
her an atvfnl life. But she was happy, wasn’t she ? 

CARLYLE. I never really knew. 

MARY ll)rightlY]. Aren’t you going to show it to me — the 
medal — or star — or whatever it is ? 

[cARLYLB produces from his pocket a small leather case 
containing an order on a ribbon. 

CARLYLE. There you are, my dear. 

MARY. Oh ! Put it on, Uncle. 

CARLYLE. No — no. Foolishness. 

MARY, I want to sec it. There. You look ever so dis- 
tinguhhed, Uncle. 

[She puts the ribbon round his neck. A door-bell. rings 
in the distance. 

CAIUYLE. What’s that ? 

MARY. Only someone at the door. Susan will see to it. 

CARLYLE. If it should be someone for me Take this 

thing off, Mary. 

MARY. It will only be the baker. Please keep it on— just 
dll tea-time. 

CARLYLE [kindly]. Ye’re a poor daft body, Mary. , But I U 
just hae to humour ye. Well ? What is it ? ■ 

{stJSAN, a little maidservant, enters. 

SUSAN. If you please, sit, a gentleman 

CARLYLE, who? 

SUSAN. Mr.Disraeli, sir 

CARLYLE. Disraeli ! Here — take this thing off and 
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CARLYLE. It’s owcr latc now. No, Mr Disraeli. I’m 
grateful for the attention, but ye may keep your wee cross. 
~biSRAELi. Oh, but surely 

CARLYLE. Titles of hoHour are out ofkceping with my way 
o’ hving. As to money, after long y ears o f fru gal, but, 
thank. God, not degrading pover^, it has. .become, in this 
latter dmc abundant. 

DISRAELI. You will think this over To-morrow — or next 
week 

CARLYLE. I’m no’ in_the,habit o^hangmg_nu_mind. , I’ll 
say thank ye — but i'll decline your oSer. 

DISRAELI. I’m not really surprised. S omehow I thoug bi 
you^wpuld. 

CARLYLE [interested]. Aye ? Do ye smoke, Mr Disraeli ? 

DISRAEU. Sometimes, I adnut. 

CARt^LE [very Scots]. Mary — twa Img pipes.an.’jthcjpbacco. 
Me an’ the Prime Mecnistcr’ll sit by the hcartli-side a wee 
while an’ hae-R-crack. Whai d’ye say ? 

DISRAELI. I can only say, M,r_Carlyle, dia_i__t^_Mme 
Ministerjs honoured by_your_inyitation. 

CARLYLE. Aye— aye. But, mon — I wisb_Janie _cp.uld_ha 
heerdjhat. 

[disraeu sits over against carlyle as mar y producesMvo 
long churchwarden pipes and a jar of tobacc o. They 
ligljTufwith clouds of smoke. 


CURTAIN 
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THE AGE OF LEISURE^ 


The SCENE is an office — modem type. Desk, chairs, radio at back.' 
One door left. 

JANE is seated at desk right centre back stage. She is examining' 
papers and card indexes. She is a pretty, efficient girl, and 
is keen on her job, but has a condescending manner of talking. 
A knock at the door L. 

JANE [in pleasant voice]. Come in. 

[muggs enters. He is a middle-aged 
class ty£e wearing the overalls of a plumber . "^He shtits^ 
door gingerly} jane looks him up and dawn. 

JANE [with mock reproof].^ov/f Now [ 

MUGGS [in the manner of a spaniel]. Wot’s wrong, miss ? 
JANE [gently]. Is the costume quite the thing ? 

MUGGS [(W he stands close to the desk]. I seys to me old 
woman : “ Jist for the sake of the bad old times I’ll git into 
me coronashun robes this lovely momin’." 

JANE [still sweetly reproving]. You must remember, Muggs, 
that that sort of “ robes ” is permitted only in histori cal 
plays or fancy dress balls. 

MUGGS. Beggin’ your parding, miss, ’istry pliys and fency 
dress balls ain’t much in me line. I cawn’t even watch ’em, 
much less mix meself up in ’em. 

JANE. Do sit down. 

MUGGS [sitting down in chair to left desk and twiddling bis cap].'^ 
Them ol’ clo’es they brings back the 'appy ’appy diys. 

[Sighs 

^ Applications regarding amateur performances of this play should 
be addressed to Messrs Samuel French Ltd., a6 Southampton Street, 
Strand, London, W.Cj, or 35 West 4Sth Street, New York. 
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JANE [wterTuptin^]. What can I do for you ? 

MUGGS \tmvoitslY\. You fcnaow, miss. 

JANE. Now, now. Muggs, really. 

MOGGS Jis^a job o’ work, miss, for the luv 

JANE. Muggs, you must face the facts. In the wqrking- 
age you were a plumber, weren’t you ? 

MUGGS. Yes, miss, a poor, well-mcanin’, ’armless plumber. 
JANE. Well, as you know perfectly well, plumbing ha? 
been a bolished. And if plumbing is unnecessary, so, hie7i 
ettjendii, are plumbers. “ ' 

MUGGS. 1 doan’t a’contcrdict ye, miss, but there was a bit 
o’ a frost last night. Couldn't you let a pipe or two burst ? 

JANE. There are no pipes to burst, Muggs- We live in 
t he pipele ss age, my good man. 

MUGGS [hope/ess/y]. I forgot, miss. Maybe, miss, we could 
sort o’ pretend there was pipes and pretend there was a burst 
jist for a lark in a manner ofspeakin’. 

^ iinstjully 

}ANE [laiigbitig]. Don^tb^ ante^uvian, Muggs. Youmusi 
be reasonable. 

MUGGS [eloquentlyl. Miss, could you ever come across a 
more reasonable body of men than plumbers ? Did we ever 
axe for too much work ? Why, me and me mates were a 
joke, so we were. In the ’alls and the wireless plumbers 
was alus bein’ made gime of. We never grumbled if there 
wasn’t too much doin' and who ever heard of a self-respectin’ 
plumber a’hurryin’ over ’is job ? That’s why me and the 
likes o’ me deserves speshul considerytion in them ’ard diys 
when the progus o’ sc ience 'av made work as rare as orfcids;’ 
inWhitechapeL-I^lili' '• 
JANE. We live in marvellous rirnes , Muggs 
MUGGS [interrupting]. I agrees, miss, but the mo re I m arvels 
the more I yawns. 
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! jane [horrifici}]. You’re not bored, are you ? 

MUGGS. Yep, miss, to be frenk I am. I used ter think it 
was ’iglily eddicated gals like ypu_as was bored, but I tells 
you Vworkin’ man like me can be as bored to-diy as a dook 
or a perfessor. 

JANE [(IS she busies herself with curd index]. But tliis is mon- 
strous. Let me see now. What is your number ? 

MUGGS. Never mind me number. Call me Muggs, 
Monkey Muggs, as me pals called me. 

JANE [reading from card]. Here we are. Why, your pro - 
gramme for the ne.xt six months is most varied and delightful. 
You arc to have a two niondis’ geology course in the Isle 
Then you are going on a yachting cruise to explore 
thcnugrations of herrings and haddocks, [muggs groans.] 
A course of physical cxcrascs at Harrogate, with evening 
lectures to be followed by an examination on Aristotle’s 
Poetics, and finally a lovely vacation on Scottish golf courses 
Muggs, how dare you be bored ? 

MUGGS. Ow, miss, wot ’avc I done to deserve that ? 

JANE. We must employ your leisure for you — profitably. 

MUGGS [with more feJicmeHcc], Don’t tike advantige of the 
good nater o’ plumbers. Becos’ we was easygoin’ you 
musm’t think you and the guverment can shoot us off our 
jobs altogetlier and expc.xs us ter tike it layin’- down. I’m 
a quiet sort o’ bloke, miss, but I tells you straight, there’s a 
ding’rous temper abroad wiv this cuttin’ down hQ utSjp.Lwx>rL 
and times orf for cultecr-and-E rouse shootin’, and the loik es 
]far't hg'' workeK~wl uch the workers would prefer ter ’and 
b ack to tliem as better deserves it. We don’t want the 
twdv^liour "week, we don’t want three months’ vacations 
as if we was judges, we don’t want culteer, we don’t want to ' 
arsk the"herrin’-an’ the haddock where they be a’goin’, we 
jist WMts to catch ’em and eat ’em. [Rising in his excitement] 
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It ain't thought, it’s sweat I wants to see on me brow. It 
ain^les eer , it's work wi v t he righ t to ca* canny and strike 
when we think it right and proper, that’s wliat we want; 
and, miss, you tells the pores that be that if we don’t get it 
the blood of the ex-workers will a’ want to know the reason 
why and will flow red in the streets. 

[T/ie door isjltmg open. MUGGS is startled. 

MUGGS. Eh ? 

[tommy enters. He is a small boy and carries a small toy 
engine. 

TOMMY [advancing to the desk]. Please, Auntie Jane, can I 
play with -my engine here ? Isadora is taking up all the front 
room with her bricks. 

JANE. Very well, dear, but don’t make too much noise. 

TOMMY. There ain’t no noise nowadays. 

MtJGGS [sighing]. I liked a bit o’ noise, I must say. Engine 
all right, son ? 

TOMMY [w/w has gone extreme right and is silting down to 
play with his toy]. Perfect 

MUGGS [sighing again as he sits down L.]. Sure? 

TOMMY. Yes, Mr Muggs. 

[PERCY enters. He is wearing gloves. He is normally a 
precious, languid youth of upper-class style, but at the 
, moment he is angry. He shouts to someone outside. 

PERCY. Spy ! Fifth columnist. 

[Skwfs door, comes forward and sits right of muggs. 

JANE [who is obviously in love with Percy, rises]. What’s the 
matter ? 

PERCY [wiping his forehead]. Nothing. 

MUGGS. \^o’s a spy ? 

PERCY. Your daughter. 

MUGGS. You’ve said it 

JANE. Really the girl is incorrigible. 


[S/ie comes centre. 
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MUGGS. What can you expect? ,Give ’er some ■\vork to 
do, mcssin’ about wiv’ art and t ariylp ninifen.') The only 
art she likes is the art of the films. She’s a domestic, she is, 
and she used to have ttventy pHces in a year. That’s experi- 
ence if you like and it’s all thrown away. 

tommy [6((sy at his oifiuc]. Shoo ! Shoo I 

PERCY. Be quiet, child. 

MUGGS. Let ’im be, sir. It reminds me of the good old 
days when tliere was engeens and smoke and noise and repairs. 
{Sq/?/y] Repairs ! 

JANE. Where was Lizzie Muggs spying ? 

PERCY [iioit; bo red]. Never mind. 

[jane returns and resumes her clerical work. 

MUGGS [gazing at pehcy). I used ter envy you and your 
like, sir. 

PERCY, I know you did. 

MUGGS. Many a happy moment you gave me critercizin’ 
you. Tl ^ idle ri ch. Ha ! 

PERCY [rts Vie stretches his legs lazily]. Not such fun now 
that you are one of them yours3f ? 

MUGGS. I wonder you stuck it, sir. 

PERCY. It wasn’t such bad fun — when we were the select 
few. But what’s the good of being idle and rich when j 
every body else.is idle and rich too ? It was joUy to saunter * 
in the Park or loimge in a cocktail bar when you, Muggs, 
delv ing deep in an ugly drain for leaks and Icawngs. 

MUGGS. Yep, I didn’t know me luck. 

[jane is now listening to hear their talk. 

PERCY [dreamily]. The sounds I loved in my garden were 
not the fluting of the blackbird or the buzzing of the bee, 
but the carpenter’s hammer or the ploughman’s “ Whoa ” 
or the curses of honest Muggs here as he -wresded with a 
refracto^ dstem. These familiar sounds gave zest to my 
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^idleness and satisfaction to my dreams. 

idlene ss is beconung_a_b.ore. 


* cuj 

i varushing . 


Now that labour is 


JANE. And don’t forg et boredom is_a feIony_under_the 
new a ct. 

[lizzie muggs enters abruptly. She is commonly dressed, 
with lotidish hat. She is a thin, tight-lipped girl of 
about 23 with sharp features and eyes, and her voice is 
common and shrill. As she enters they all rise except 
TOMMY, who gives another “ Shoo. Shoo.” lizzie 
looks round defiantly. 

JANE [facing her as she stands L. C. and sweetly]. I shall have 
to report you, Lizzie, if you’re not careful. 

MUGGS left and turning and facing her]. I ’ear you been 

spyin’. 

LIZZIE [defiantly]. Yep, I ’ave. 

MUGGS. You’re lucky to be doin’ anything. 

JANE [sarcastically]. And where have you been spying ? 

LIZZIE [indignantly]. Listen to this, Dad. [Points to percv] 
He’s been diggin’. 

MUGGS [electrified]. Diggin’. Where ? 

Lizzie. On the allotments. ■ 

MUGGS. There ain’t no more’ allotments. 

PERCY. I.et me explain. 

MUGGS. Diggin’ wiv a spide ? 

LIZZIE. Yep, and a fork and spittin’ on ’is ’and and looking 
to see how the other feller was gettin’ on. That’s why he 
is wealin' gloves to protect ’is ’ands. 

MUGGS. Well, I’m 

PERCY [as he resumes his seat]. The allotment is a museum 
piece. 

JANE. It is part of a demonstration to show the terrible 
conditions under which food was produced in the old non- 
leisure days compared with our modem scientific era- We 
L'/r.- '../J ... . . ^ L-y 
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LIZZIE [standing C. and pointing jinger jane]. Besides, she’s 
j'ust as bad. I catches ’er last night scrubbing a floor and 
polishing pans. 

JANE. It’s part of the old-world exhibition. I too can act. 
I am cast for the part of a typical domestic servant, general 
type. 

nzziE. You gives yourself and your boy fiiend there all 
the soft jobs, don’t you ? 

JANE [tearfully]. You are most unfair. 

MUGGS. Did the boy fiiend ’av beer after his diggin’ ? 

PERCY. Of course. I tell you the exhibition is the real 
thing. [Producing a phial and offering a tablet to muggs] Have 
this one on me ? 

MUGGS [taking the tablet]. Beer ? 

PERCY. No. Concentrated bottled sunshine. Known iri 
the bad old days as “ bubbly.” This vintage is a good year 
and takes only a month to mature. ' 

MUGGS [resignedly as he takes the tablet]. All the best. 

PERCY [as he finishes his]. Cheerio. 

LIZZIE [almost hysterically to jane]. Give me a dirty old job 
or I give notice, you graspin’, cheatin’, bossy 

JANE [furious]. I shall report you at once to the Minister 
of Leisure. Don’t forget your last sentence was six months 
on the Riviera. 

LIZZIE [attempting to be calm]. Miss, I ask formelly ’ere now 
for a plice — a general maid ready to cook, clean, housemaid, 
parlourmaid 

JANE. You might as well ask for the moon. 

LIZZIE. Then I demand the right to emigrate. 

JANE. Where? 

uzziE. Where there’s work. 

JANE. Try the moon. 

LIZZIE. Do you mean to tell me there’s no place in 'this 
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'ere globe where a respeckable girl with good references can’t 
get a job? 

MUGGS. Or a plumber get some plumbin’ — not nowhere ? 

uzztE. Then I gives you notice that 1 ain’t goin’ on any 
more holidays, that I refuses to enter another cinemar _foi 
the next six months, that 1/a^ Mmuch right to scrub floors 
and polish pans and emptysl^s as any of the posh lot, and 
that I defy you and the Govermint to prevent me from 
worhin’. 

JANE. These are terrible words. 

nzziE. I’ m on s trike an d I insists on ten months’ work in' 
the year and holidays only when I wants them. 

MUGGS. Easy, old girl. 

JANE [severely]. You shall hear from the Ministry of Leisure 
within the next hour. [Makes for the door. 

PERCY. Don’t be too hard, Jane. Lizzie has been misled 
by her leaders. 

[Exit JANE. 

PERCY [fo uzzrs]. You’re for it, Lizzie. 

LIZZIE. I don’t care. 

PERCY. I shouldn’t be surprised you’ll be put down for a 
world cruise. 

MUGGS. Oh, my poor Liz ! 

LIZZIE [staggered]. A world cruise ! 

MUGGS. Go and put in a good word for her, old man. 

PERCY [to lizzie]. Shall I ? 

LIZZIE [thinking hard]. All right. 

PERCY [reprovingly, as he goes out]. Satan frnds som e m is- 
cliief still for busy hands to do. [Evil. 

•fo^MMY [looIiTupfandlo moggs]. I ain’t going to allow 
you to play with my engine. 

[muggs takes no notice of the remark and sits down tvearily 
centre. 
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TOMMY [htisy]. shoo ! Shoo ! 

uzziE [looking to see that tommy is taking no notice, sits down 
on thejloor beside her father ; eagerly]. Dad, listen — ^now that 
I have them out of the road. Have you ever heard of a 
plicc called Lapland ? 

MtJGGS. Where die snow and die ice is ? 

UZZIE. Yep, and where there’s somethin’ else. 

MOGGS. Blubber and bears ? 

UZZIE. Yep, and [breathlessly] — and something else. 
[Dramatically] Work ! 

MUGGS energetically]. Work ? Lapland ! Let’s be 

orf 

UZZIE [rising and pushing him back again and taking up her 
former position on the floor]. Not a word. There’s a flying 
boat sailin’ to-night. The Pilgrim Fathers., She’s going 
straight to Lapland. B we" could sneak aboard. 

UVSGGS [scarcely able to grasp the words]. Work! Wot kind 
o’ work ? 

UZZIE. The real thing. Diggin’. 

MUGGS. Diggin’ ? 

UZZIE. Yep, and huntin’ ‘ days and days for your food. 
And making holes in the ice for fish, and watchin’, perishin’ 
with cold, for a bite. There ain’t no science or scarcely 
any worth mentionin’, and there ain’t no leisure or culteer. 
It’s all ’ard work as in the dear old diys when England was 
[ England and the unemployed were unemployed, not because 
they were rich, but because they were poor. 

MUGGS [rising]. Let’s be orf. 

UZZIE [rising]. We must be careful. That sly Jane is on 
the track, I knows. She ain’t got Govermint influence for 
nothin’ and I can see her and her boy-friend Eskeemoes 
before next week. Do you remember that boy-friend of 
mine, Tim Smith, whom I allowed to tinker wiv the 
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buxcttor of my new car when I pretended it wasn’t okay. 
Well, he’s on tliis new flyin’ boat an’ he might let us git 
aboard. He’s just round die comer. Let’s have a talk with 
him. 

MUGGS. Let’s ’ave a chat wiv yer boy-friend here and now. 

[He makes towards the door. 

LIZZIE. Yes, but mum’s the word. 

[ISADORA alters. She is a small girl with pigtails, carrying 
a huge box of toy bricks which she can scarcely manage. 

ISADORA [(1/ the door shyly]. I want to build my palace 
where diere’s people. There’s nobody in there. 

LIZZIE. Very well, dear ; I'm sure your Aunriejane won’t 
object. 

TOMMY. Don’t you come to my comer. Tliis is a huge 
railway yard with factories alongside and my engine is going 
to take a goods train widi pipes and props to the mine. 

MUGGS. I wish it was. 

ISADORA [with dignity as she goes to the opposite corner, L.]. 
My palace wouldn’t be seen in such a neighbourhood. 

uzziE. Fancy threatnin’ me with the Riveera. [At the 
door] I’ve a good mind to write to die newspapers. 

MUGGS [joining /ler]. There ain’tjnyr'” 

UZZIE [os they both go oiifj. I do miss them, especially on 
Sundays. How I loved thern with their huge columns of 
sitivations vacant and wanted. 

MUGGS. Who told you about ’appy Lapland ? 

UZZIE. I ’card Posh Percy there discussin’ it with an 
explorer. 

MUGGS. Work ! Disagreeable work ! It’s ’eaven. 

UZZIE [b rusquel y]. You’ve said it. 

ftrij [Exeunt. 

TOMMY [looking upfront his engine]. I say, Isa, isn’t it awful 
for them ? Nothing to do and plenty of time to do it in. 

L 
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ISADORA. I wouldn’t be grown up for anything. 

TOMMY. You’ll have to be one day. 

ISADORA. I’m going to be a backward child with arrested 
growth. 

TOMMY. Shoo 1 Shoo 1 

ISADORA. Not so loud, boy. You are disturbing the Royal 
Family. 

TOMMY. Is Lapland far off? 

ISADORA. Half an hour by stratosphere. / 

Q TOMMY. By goUy, that’s a bit of a joiuney. 

ISADORA. What are they after in Lapland ? 

TOMMY. A good time. 

ISADORA. Will they get it ? 

TOMMY. Do grown-ups ever get it ? 

ISADORA. I read in a history book that not so long ago 
men and women had to work for their living. 

TOMMY. Fairy tales. 

ISADORA. Muggs himself told me. 

TOMMY. He’s dotty. Shoo ! Shoo 1 ^ 

[Re-ettCer jane and percy. 

ISADORA [looking up]. I’m building my palace here. I hope 
you don’t mind, Aunt Jane. 

JANE. Not a bit, dear. [Musing as she ivatches them busy 
at their play] Happy, happy creamres. [Standing centre with 
PERCY beside her] Percy, I can’t stick this much longer, I m 
a civil servant and everything is so regulated that I can 
scarcely order anybody about. 

[She moves away R. in her despair. 

PERCY [C.]. Let’s clear out. 

JANE. What’s the good ? Scientific labour-saving is 
universal. , 

PERCY. Not in Lapland. If that boat starts to-night we re 
for aboard. . . , 
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down to see the old-fashioned agricultural show to-night, so 
I’m afraid we’ll be late. 

JANE. That’s all right. Don’t hurry. [Severely to uzzie] 
If Percy hadn’t pleaded for you, Lizzie, I should have recom- 
mended for you a world cruise with three months at Hawaii 
for lessons in the ukelele, eighteen months’ hard idling on 
Miami Beach, and a comprehensive course oFdetective fiction 
onnoard s hip. As it is, you’ll lose ten of your work coupons 
and go to Frinton and ten other tennis tournaments for 
thirty days. 

[A sort oj blast from a radio. 

TOMMY [excitedly jumping up], A special wireless flash 

[He goes right upstage and turns on radio. 

voice. Special item of news. J[^land _has decided to join 
theTe de ration of Workless. Paradises.. Work was ofEdally 
abolished there to-day. 

TOMMY [returns to his toy, murmuring]. That isn’t very 
exciting. 

[The four grown-ups cannot conceal their despair, jane 
sinks into chair R. uzzie turns away L. C. to hide 
her tears, muggs groans. Percy, standing, rolls his 
eyes heavenward. 

TOMMY [suddenly giving yell oj despair]. My engine won’t 
go. My engine’s broken. 

ISADORA [contemptuously]. I knew you would break it, 
clumsy. 

TOMMY. You’ve been ti nke rin’ with it. 

^ fAues, clutching his engine. 

) ISADORA. 1 have not. 

TOMMY. Yes, you have. Interference. 

[And in a temper he dashes at the elaborate palace she has 
been making with the bricks, and with his feet scatters 
them. 
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ISADORA [yelling in agony\. Oh, my palace. My booriful 
palace. 

MUGGS [m« and approaches tommy, C.]. Let’s have a look, 
son. 

JANE [^oes to Isadora’s corner]. Never mind, darling. Let 
me help to rebuild. [And she sits down beside Isadora. 

MUGGS the engine]. Why, it is broken. [He is 

excited.] That Imgie wheel is twisted and the piston is loose. 

PERCY [ti'ko has approached the scattered bricks.]. That’s not 
the way to start, Jane darling. 

MUGGS. Yes, this is a bit of a problem all right. 

[He is e.xamining the engine carefully. 

TOMMY [i(/icrt5i7y]. Let me put it right myself. 

MUGGS [edging away with the engine]. No, no, tliis is an 
hexpert business. What a bit o’ luck I’m here. 

PERCY [lcili 7 y]. That’s not the way, I tell you. I’ll show 
you. 

JANE [leifi/y]. Do leave us alone, Percy. Can’t you sec 
I’m busy ? 

ISADORA [crowding round the two kneeling figures]. Please, 
can I have my bricks ? 

PERCY. There, I told you, a rotten start. The whole thing 
will be top-heavy. 

ISADORA. 1 want to build my palace myself. 

JANE [pcry busy with bricks]. Keep away, you ungrateful 
child. Can’t you see I’m helping you ? 

PERCY. You’re doing nothmg of the kind. You are ruin- , 
ing the whole caboodle. Now give me those bricks there 
for the foundations and I’ll show you. r 

[lizzie is now hovering round. 

TOMMY [making a last desperate effort]. Please, Mr Muggs. 

MUGGS. ’Ere, you keep orf, young ’un. 

JANE [j’lt’itjg PERCY a push]. Don’t shove. 
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ISADORA [weeping]. It’s my bricks and my palace. 

LIZZIE [who is now close to the kneeling couple]. Here, where 
do I come in all this ? 

PERCY. This is not your affair. 

LIZZIE. Isn’t it? 

[She kneels down and snatches some bricks from the angry 
JANE while PERCY pushes away the crying Isadora. 
MDGGS [suddenly puts down engine, driving away tommy. 
He takes off his coat and roHs up his sleeves. Triumphantly], 
A job at last. ^ r.. .<■*6'' 

1 . K [There is a fracai 'among the other three at the bricks while 
ISADORA dances hysterically round them. 

CURTAIN 
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SCENE : The Coffee-room of The While Hart, Evesham, Sep- 
tember 10, 1651. 

Double doors up C. lead to the parlour. The fireplace is in the 
L. tvall, with an armchair above and a smaller chair below it. 
There is a large sideboard against the R. wall, and a table 
C. stage. 

EOBEKT, a waiter, has just shown in sir edgar harcoiirt. 

A confused din of voices is heard from the adjoining room. 

ROBERT \above the table C.]. You’ll find it’s quieter in liere, 
sir. 

HARCOURT [by the fireplace]. Quieter ! I can hardly hear 
myself speak. Shut those doors. 

ROBERT. They are shut, sit. 

HARCOURT. What a circus ! I’ve tried three times to get 
a drink, four to get a room . . . 

ROBERT. I’ll see about a room, sir. 

HARCOURT. If that inferno’s going on, you can save your 
breath. Where’s the landlord ? 

ROBERT. He’s serving, sir. 

HARCOURT. Inform him Sir Edgar Harcourt has arrived. 
If that doesn’t stir him, you can saddle my horses and I’ll 
be off. 

ROBERT [moving up to the doors]. Yes, sir. 

HARCOURT. And bring me a dry s ack. ^ 

[ROBERT exit. The landlord enters up C. 
LANDLORD [C.]. Sir Edgar, forgive us. We don’t know 
where to turn. [He comes to up stage R. of the table. 

1 Applications regarding amateur performances of this play should 
be addressed to Messrs Samuel French Ltd., 26 Southampton Street, 
S^ran^ London, W.C.2, ^ 25 West 45th Street, New York. 
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. '■TiARCOimT [moi>itj£ to L. of the table]. Your inn’s a bgar 
garden, man. < 5 ^ 

LANDLORD. It’s the Ironsides . Returning every hour from 
Worcester. Troopers, cavalry, garrisons. 

HARCOUBT. And they call this peace ] 

LANDLORD. I’U get you a-room at the back. 

HARCOURT. You’ll get me some dinner. 

LANDLORD. Yes, Sir Edgar. . . „ , 

HARCOURT. Soup, veiuson, capon . 

LANDLORD. Venison, capon. ^ 

HARCOURT. Your best ChSte^S.'^our. 

LANDLORD. Chateau-Latour. 1- 

• HARCOURT. Stilton and malrnseyf ' ^ 

LANDLORD. At once, sir. And you’ll bear ivith us to- 
night ... ^ _ 

HARCOURT. Plague on it, man, I’m a Roundhead. "I’il 
drink with your rabble. To Cromwell and victory 1 
LANDLORD. Cromwell and victory. 

HARCOURT. where’s my chair ? 

LANDLORD. By the fire, sir. 

HARCOURT. And the cards ? 

LANDLORD. On the mantel. 

HARCOURT [with a sigh, as he moves back towards the fire- 
place], Cromwell and victory ! Well, we’ve waited long 
enough for it. Ten years to put these scoundrels in their 
place. 

LANDLORD. We’ VC Seen the last of them now, sir. 
HARCOURT. We’ve seen the last of more than them, Henry. 
[In a quieter tone] We’ve seen the last of . . . Charles Stuart. 
[He laughs softly to himself] A corpse on the field of Wor- 
cester ! There’ll never be a king in England again. 
^^^L^NDLORD. Never a king in England. 

[ROBERT enters with the sack. 
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ROBERT. Tlic gentleman’s sack. 

lANDlORD [R. of reWe]. Put it on the table, Robert. And 
order Sir Edgar’s dinner. Soup, venison, and Cluatcau- 
Latour. 

ROBERT [putting the sack on the table]. Yes, sir. 

LANDLORD. And keep tliose doors closed. 

ROBERT [« he goes Up Ycs, sir. out. 

HARCOURT [moi>iH_g to the table for his drink]. Well, it’s good 
to see you, even in this bedlam . 

LANDLORD. Sir Edgar . . . 

HARCOURT. what is it ? 

[ There is a slight pause. 

LANTJLORD. Thcte’s no question, is tlicre . . . about Prince 
Charles . . . ? 

HARCOURT. Question ? 

LANDLORD. I mean, it is quite certain ? 

HARCOURT. what the plague do you mean ? 

LANDLORD. I’d like to have it from your own lips. 

HARCOURT [testily]. Charles Stuart’s body was identified 
on tlie field of Worcester. He was throsvn from his horse 
and cut dosvn. 

[There is a pause. 

Docs that satisfy you ? ' 

LANDLORD. Ycs, Sir Edgar. 

HARCOURT. Then why do you ask ? 

[He goes back to thefre. 

LANDLORD. Bccausc in the parlour they arc wagering three 
sovereigns to one . . . tliat he is alive 

[pHnjp MAUNSELL enters. 

MAtJNSELL, Is this cofFce-room private . . . ? 

LANDLORD. No, sir. This way, if you please. 

MAUNSELL [coining down to C. above the table]. Your parlour’s 
a litde rowdy. 
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HARCOURT. Charles Stuart alive ! 

LANDLORD. Yes, sir. 

HARCOURT. Are they out of their senses ? 

MAUNSELL. Why should they be ? 

HARCOURT. I beg your pardon. 

MAUNSELL. I Said “ why should they be ? ” 

HARCOURT. I haven’t the pleasure of your acquaintance. 
MAUNSELL. My name is Philip Maunsell. In Tewkesbury 
they’re laying four to one. 

[There is a moment’s silence. 

HARCOURT. Four . . . to onc ! ~ 

MAUNSELL. YeS. 

HARCOURT. That Charles Stuart is aUve ? 

MA-UNSELL. YeS. 

HARCOURT. It’s prepOSterOUS ! 

MAUNSELL. No doubt. 

HARCOURT. Fantastic ! The body’s been identified 

MAUNSELL, They say it was his double. 

HARCOXJRT. His double . . . 

MAUNSELL. A Special bodyguard. The Prince was seen 
crossing the Severn the same evening — and two days after 
in Ludlow. 

HARCOURT. what’s the evidence ? 

MAUNSELL. Sentries on the river, townsfolk in Ludlow. 
HARCOURT. why have they kept silent ? 

MAUNSELL. They haven’t. They were hushed up. 
HARCOURT. It’s a lie ! A firaud, I tell you, set about by 
Royalists to keep their cause alive. Charles Stuart’s body 
rots on the field of Worcester. 

MAUNSELL. I’ll lay you five to one it does not. 

HARCOURT. Five to one ! 

MAUNSELL. Here in this room. 

HARCOURT. I don’t wagct, sir. 
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MAUNSELL. A pity. 

HARCOURT. If I did, I’d wager you a hundred sovereigns 
— that it docs. 

MAUNSELL. A pretty sum ! Couldn’t the landlord intro- 

HARCOURT. I’ll trouble you, sir, not to be flippant on this 
matter. If dicrc’s one spark of trutli in the rumour you’re 
spreading, a shadow lies over England. The dawm of peace 
is being blotted out . . . 

AtAUNSELL, That’s a matter of opinion, sir. 

HARCOURT. Opinion, sir ! 

MAUNSELL. Charles was a gay prince. He should be alive, 
to keep tlic Roundheads on their mettle. 

HARCOURT. Treason , 1 say ! 

lANDLORD. Now, gentlemen 

HARCOURT [stepping L. C.]. A sword. 

LANDLORD. Sir Edgar ! 

MAUNSELL [putting tip his hand]. One moment, sir. If you 
would do me an injury . . . why not rob me of five hundred 
sovereigns ? ^ 

HARCOURT. Five hundred . . . 

MAUNSELL [(jm’c//)']. I’ll take your wager ... at my odds. 

HARCOURT. I’ve already told you 

MAUNSELL. I am a poor man. I’d feel five hundred more 
than your sword. 

[There is a slight pause. 

HARCOURT. You Would, sir ? 

[HARCOURT /(ices MAUNSELL. 
Very well, then, f ll not r ob you of five hundred. I’ll rob 
y ou of fi ve th^sand._ 

LANDLORD. Five thousand . . . 

HARCOURT. I’ll wager you a thousand sovereigns to five 
, , . that Charles Stuyt is dead. 
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LANDLORD. Sir Edgar, I implore you 

HARCOURT. Keep out of this, Henry ! [He turns to maun- 
SELL.] You hear me, sir ? One thousand sovereigns to five 
that Charles Stuart is dead. 

MAUNSELL, I hear you, sir. [After a pause] There is one 
small point. How will the wager be decided ? 

HARCOURT. In this way. If Charles Stuart is not proved 
alive in a fortnight, he will be taken as dead. 

MAUNSELL. If Charles is not proved ahve in a fortnight, 
he will be taken as dead. 

HARCOURT. Is that dear ? 

MAUNSELL. Quite clear. 

HARCOURT. Is the Wager taken ? 

[There is a a slight pause. 

MAUNSELL. Taken. 

[There is a moment's silence. The two men stand facing 
each other. 

HARCOURT. My name is Edgar Harcourt. My residence 
Cheveley Manor, Devizes. I shall return there to-morrow. 

MAUNSELL. I am Philip Maunsell. I hve at seventeen High 
Holbom in the City of London. I am at your service. 

HARCOURT. Landlord, you are wimess to this wager. 

LANDLORD. But, gentlemen, I implore . . . 

VOICE [from the parlour]. In the name of the Parliament of 
England . . . silence for a proclamation of Hampton Court. 

HARCOURT. What the plague 

VOICE. Given under the hand of Oliver Cromwell, Com- 
mander-in-Chief of the Puritan Forces. 

[The sound of voices dies to a murmur. 

HARCOURT. open those doors. 

[The LANDLORD moves up and opens the doors, maun- 
sell moves away iC 

SERGEANT TRYON. “ WANTED ^MR STUART.” 
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HARCOOUT [fcc/oif his breath] , . . Dear heaven . . . 

SERGEANT. “ "Whcrcas it is commonly accepted that Charles 
Stuart, Leader of the Royalist Forces, was cut down and left 
for dead on the field of Worcester, a measure of doubt now 
exists. Evidence has been received that Mr Stuart crossed 
tile Severn on the night of September 3 and was seen ttvo 
days later in tlic town of Ludlow. Mr Stuart may be at 
large o r in hiding in the counties of Worcester, Shropshire, 
Hereford, or Oxford. 

“ For his capture or information leading tlicrcto a reward 
of one tliousand pounds. For concealing his whereabouts 
or aiding and abetting his movements die penalty of death. 

“ Given under our seal. 

“ Hampton Court. 

“ September 9, 1651.” 

HARCOURT [faltering]. It isn’t possible ... it can’t be . . . 

SERGEANT. Troopers Britton and Fox, search die inn. 

HARCOURT. At large or in hiding . . . 

LANDLORD [/lasfr//]. Excusc me, gendemcn 

AMiWTBii. close those Asots. 

[The LANDLORD goes out, closing the doors. There is a 

m oment’s p ajise^ 

One thousand sovereigns . . . 

HARCOURT. Nothmg is prove d, I tell you ! 

MAUNSELir Nothing yet. 

HARCOURT. It’s a trick, a Royalist scare . . . 

MAUNSELL. No doubt. 

HARCOURT. It’ll break down, they’ll hayp to confess. _ 

muNSELL. Shall we increase the wa ^ ? 

H ARCOURT. We’O increase nothings . . T '▼■ 

(ROBERT enters up ( 

MAUNSELL. Ah, waiter, a drink. 

ROBERT. Glass of sack, sir ? 
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MAUNSELL. Two glasscs. 

HARCOUHT f/0 ROBERT]. What’s — wliat’s happening in 
there ? 

ROBERT. They’re scarcliing the inn, sir. 

HARCOURT. This inn ! 


ROBERT. Yes, sir. 

HARCOURT. Do they imagine he’s here ? 

ROBERT. Tliey’rc scarcliing every inn in tlic country. 
HARCOURT. Satan, don’t diey know what the man looks 
like ? He wears a full-bottomed wig, a moustache no 
man would dare, has black eyes, sunken checks, and a leclierou^ 
' gait— you could pick him out of a thousand. And they re 
Ioo5ng for him here ! 


ROBERT. Yes, sir. 

HARCOURT. Well, tell ’em they’re mad ! Mad, d’ye hoar , 
me ? If they want Charles Stuart, they’ll have to dig for ( 
him. ‘ 


ROBERT. Yes, sir. 

MAUNSELL. And bring two dry sacks. 

[ROBERT out. 

HARCOURT. Raving mad . . . 

MAUNSELL [after a pause]. You know, Sir Edgar, it wouldn t 
be out of the question to shave off that moustache. 

HARCOURT. Let him shave it ! 

MAUNSELL. Or to remove a full-bottomed wig. 

HARCOURT. Remove it ! 

MAUNSELL. It would make a difference. 

HARCotJRT. He can’t change his face. 

MAUNSELL [thou^htfuUy]. 1 don’t know. Wax and plaster 
have worked wonders. I beard of a Hugiib aot who lived 
two years in his own town unrecognized. The Marquis de 
Charron served as a footman at the T uUeries under sentence 
of exile. ^ 
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harcourt. This is England, sir ! Wc’vc eyes in our heads. 
MAUNSELL. Wc sli.iU nccd them. 

[sergeant tryon enters. 
SERGEANT. Your namcs, gentlemen , . . 
harcourt Isliarplyj. Who die devil arc you, sir ? 
SERGEANT. Sergeant Tryon of die Oxford Garrison. In 

the name of the Parliament- 

HARCOURT. Now look here 

SERGEANT. Namcs, business, and dcsdn.ition. 

HARCOURT, If you think you’ve come to any pur- 
pose — 

SERGEANT. 1 niust trouble you, sir. 

MAUNSELL. Philip Mauiiscll of High Hoibom, London. 
Gentleman. Travelling to Shrewsbury. 

SERGEANT. When did you arrive ? 

MAUNSELL. Fivc minutcs ago. 

SERGEANT. On horse ? 

MAUNSELL, Post-chaisc. 

SERGEANT. And leaving ? 

ALAUNSELL, To-inorrosv. 

SERGEANT [to harcourt], Yours, sir ? 

HARCOURT. Edgar Harcourc Knight. Cheveley Manor, 
Devizes. 

SERGEANT. Arrived ? 

HARCOURT. This moment. 

SERGEANT. A gUCSt ? 

HARCOURT. For the night. Now look here 

SERGEANT. Havc you knowledge of the whereabouts of 
Charles Stuart ? 

HARCOURT. First hand. 

SERGEANT. What is it ? 

HARCOURT. Feeding the worms of Worcester. 

SERGEANT. Speak to the point, sir. 


M 



178 


TEN SELECTED ONE-ACT PLAYS 


HAECOURT. It is the point, sir. 

SERGEANT. Then it may interest you to know . . . that 
Charles Stuart was reported last m’ght ... in this town. 

[There is a moment's complete silence. 
HAECOURT. In this town ! 

SERGEAOT. You heard me. 

MAUNSELL [after a pause]. Has he been seen ? 

SERGEANT. No. 

MAUNSEix. Then how 

SERGEANT. A Royalist gave evidence in Hereford. [He 
pauses.] The town is being searched from top to bottom. 
No one may enter or leave without consent. If he is here, 
we shall get him. [He turns to the door.] That is all, gentle- 
men. Good night. 

[He goes out. The two men stand facing each other. 
The LANDEORD hutries in. 

LANDLORD. Forgive me, gentlemen. I was detained by 
the Sergeant. Your drinks are coming . . . 

MAUNSELL. You heard, landlord, what he said ? 

LANDLORD. The Prince reported in Evesham ! It sounds 
like a fable . . . 

HAECOURT [mechanically]. A fable . . . 

MAUNSELL. Where do you imagine he could be ? 

LANDLORD. I don’t know, sfr. There are some great houses 

in the neighbourhood. The Trevors, the 2\dainwarings, the 
Blakeneys. They’ll be turned inside out. God help them, 
if they find him. 

MAUNSELL. God help me, landlord ... if they don’t I 
LANDLORD. You, sir ? 

MAUNSELL. I shaU lose five thousand pounds. 

LANDLORD. Hve thousand pounds . . . 

MAUNSELL. Have you forgotten die wager ? 

LANDLORD. By our Lady, sir ! 
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MAUNSELL. If Cliarlcs is not found alive in a fortnight, 
I have lost. Those are the terms, Sir Edgar ? 

HARCOtmx. Those are tlie terms. 

MAUNSELL. So Godspced t o the arrest of Charles ! 

LANDLORD. Godspced . . . 

MAUNSELL. And I tell you, he won’t make it easy, lucj, 
tlie cleverest man in England and will beat us yet. 

LANDLORD. He won’t beat me, sir. 

HARCOURT. Nor me. 

MAUNSELL. He’s beaten us all for a week. Slipped through 
four counties and kept an army guessing . . . Why ? [Hi; 
faces them.] I’ll tell you. Because they ate looking for a 
ghost. They are looking for the ghost of Charles Stuart. 
And there is not one shred or vestige of Charles Stuart left. 
Every item has been clianged, clothes, voice, features, gait, 
character, every mark and detail of the man we know . . . 
[/(is voice dropping] except one . . . \He pauses.] The one 
diing a man may never change, because he does not know 
he possesses it. 

HARCOtJRT. What is that ? 


[ROBERT alters ivith drinks. 
ROBERT. The gendemen’s drinks. . . . 

LANDLORD. On the table, Robert. 

HARCOURT. what is diat ? 

MAUNSELL. A mannerism . . . •y- 

\There is a pause. He smiles quietly at them. ROBERT 
puts the drinks on the table^^^^^^jt^aju, 

Some trick of the hand, flicker of an eyelid, unknown to 
each of us and with us all our days. . . . Charles Stuart has 
a mannerism. 

[maunsell and harcourt go to the table for their drink. 
ROBERT crosses L. to attaid to the fire. 

LANDLORD. He has ! 
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HARCOURT. What is it ? 

MAUNSELL [smiling]. There’s a reward ... for the answer. 

LANDLORD. But if you know 

HARCOURT [sharply]. How do you know ? 

MAUNSELL. I was two years in the Palace of Whitehall, 
tutor to Prince Henry. I had time to observe . . . Prince 
Charles. 

HARCOURT. It is your duty to the Parliament to speak. 

MAUNSELL [gently]. My duty is to myself ... for six 
thousand. 

HARCOURT. Then there’s no fear you’ll forget it. 

MAUNSELL [smiling]. No fear. And yet, Sir Edgar, 1 
wonder . . . 

HARCOURT. Wonder, sir ! 

MAUNSELL. Whether p osterity would approve. 

HARCOURT. This is treason. 

LANDLORD [between them]. Sir Edgar 

HARCOURT. Explain yourself! 

MAUNSELL. A man who can defy England for a week . . . 
has the making s of a king. 

HARCOURT. I tell you, sit, England has tired of kings, ■ 

MAUNSELL. She has tired of tyranny. She will never tire 
of kings. The people will respect a Parliament — they will 
die for a king., [Putting down his empty glass] ShaU we go 
in to supper ? 

HARCOURT. I think it is high time. 

[He puls down his glass. 

LANDLORD [moving up]. I’ll show you to your rooms . . . 

HARCOURT [about to follow, but stops]. And one last word, 
sir. I thank Heaven that the betrayal o f a king will save you 
six thousand sovereigns. It assures me our Parliament is 
safe. 

LANDLORD. This way, sir . . . 
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[hascourt goes out, followed by the landlord. There 
is a moment's silence. 

MAUNSELL [smiling, as he comes L. C.]. Sir Edgar under- 
rat^mc. He values “ a dream ” at six thousand. Don’t 
you reckon that cheap, Robert t 

ROBERr'[L7]rf’see'lus pointof view, sir. 

MAUNSELL. You See his point of view. Then 1 am a fool 
and a fanatic. [He moves away to R. C.] Do you read Mr 
Shakespeare ? 

ROBERT. Mr Shakespeare, sir ? 

MAUNSELL. A playwright who died thirty years ago. 

ROBERT. I’m afiaid not, sir. 

MAUNSELL [turning, R. C.]. He has a line in The Prince 
of Denmark . . . Ophelia, speaking of Prince Hamlet, 
says : 

The expectancy and rose of the fair state, , 

The glass of fashion and the mould of form . . .j 

Could you betray . . . such a one ? 

ROBERT [L. C.]. I’m afiaid I could, sir. 

MAUNSELL. YoU COuld ? 

ROBERT. His father was a traitor. Like father, like 
son. 

MAUNSELL. Cold logic, Robert, it reap its reward. 

The way to the supper-room ? 

ROBERT [moving up to L. oj the doors]. This way, sir. 

[MAUNSELL ^065 to the door and turns. 

MAUNSELL. And by the way, Robert, when you do your 
fell deed . . . perhaps you wil inform the King that there 
was one man who would not betray him . . . for six thousand 
pounds. 

ROBERT. I will inform him, sir. 

MAUNSELL. Tell me, Robert, do you believe that ? 
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BOSERT. I’m afraid, sir, you would have to prove it. 
MAUNSEii. It has been my privilege. 

\He pauses, his hand on the door, facing ROBERT 
[7b ROBERT] Good night . your Maj^ty. 
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THE HEROIC MOULD ^ 


S CENE is the outer o f fice hi a buying de pa rtment o La-bi^Jl rm of 
East India merchants. Doom R. is the door of eittr)', arid 
opposite, but farther up stage, is a door with a glass upper-half 
marked PBJVATE. This gives access to tlie departmental 
manager's room. The back wall has two windows through 
which one may glimpse a jumble of rooftops and chimneys. 
In j'ront of each window is a sloping desk and a stool. There 
is a typist’s table and chair below the private door and an 
ordinary small table and chair above the entrance door. On 
L. a book-rack. 

The cur tain goes up on the_gKyJight..oJjnormng.beforejhe..staff.„ 
have ar riv.ed.-. MRS hushett, a charwoman , has for some time 
been busy on this her last Job on the top floor. She has her 
back to the audience and is H ickint; a d uster over the right-hand 
Presently she turns, and coming down to the typist’s 
desk feesfou's a tired touch here and there about its corners. 

The entrance door is opened by M R wills, who comes in and g oes 
to his desk on the right. M R wills is youn t ’ and pale and 
thoughtful, and wears glasses. He carries a small attache- 
case. He greets MRS hushett on his way up stage. 

MR WILLS. Good morning, Mrs Hushett. 

MRS HUSHETT. Momin’, Mr Wills. ... Is it dry yet ? 

MR WILLS. Oh yes — dry again. 

[He stows away his case and takes some pens and blotting- 
paper out of his desk. 

^ Applications regarding amateur performances of this play should 
be addressed to Messrs Samuel Frendi Ltd., 26 Southampton Street, 
Strand, London, W.C.2, or 25 West 45th Street, New York. , 
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her feet\. Thank goodness ! . . . They boots is lettin’ in. 


[She raises her eyes and watches him expectantly as he 
reaches up and takes down a calendar pfjhe jearro£ 
leajlet type from its nail between the windows. It is 
a daily rite both enjoy, mr^ wills tea rs off the t op 
leaf, and dropping it in a basket at his side resumes 
his stool with the calendar in his hands, and faces 
HUSHETT, 

MRS HUSHETT. Well, what does it say this momin’ ? 

MR WILLS [reading slowly and clearly]. “ Poverty is never 
a disgrace, but it is often very inconvenient.” 

MRS HUSHETT. That's very true . . , 'specially the last 

bit. 

MR WILLS. The last bit, Mrs Hushett, is only an insult. . . . 
We can pass that over. But the first bit is a confounded lie, 
and we must get that clear. 

MRS HUSHETT. It sounded true as a bell to me . . . like a 
proverb. ... “ Honest poverty ”... what was it Rabb ie 
said ? 

MR WILIS. I don’t remember, but 

MRS HUSHETT. More’s the pity . . . Rabbie kent a’ about it. 

MR WILLS. He knew enough, anyhow, never to say any- 
thing like that [tapping the calendar with a f tiger]. Povert)% 
Mrs Hushett, as you and I know it in this city to-day, is a 
disgrace to a civilized community. 

MRS HUSHETT [not to be rushed into accepting a bald statement]. 
Well . . . imphm . . . 

MR WILLS [taking the floor]. Is it not a disgrace that you, 
a widow with a young family, having done your duty nobly 
as a citizen, should be forced to this kind of work to keep 
yourself and your children from the poorhouse ? 

MRS HUSHETT. Well . . . maybe it’s hard lines. 
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MR WILLS. Hard lines ! • . . Mn Hushett, somcrimes I 
despair of you altogctlier. 

MRS HUSIIETT. TutS ! ff 

.MR WILLS. Eveiy' morning except Sund.iys, since diat calendar 
was put up, you and I have started tlie day by reading its 
daily motto and 

MRS HUSHETT. Half a minutc ! . . . I start the day sweepin’ 
out the sample-room. 

MR WILLS. One up to you. . . . What I want to say is 
this : in tlic little discussions we’ve had I’ve often been 
delighted by your gift of seizing the truth of the matter 
and saying something really helpful ; but there are times 
w'hcn you are positively perverse— — 

MRS HUSHETT. TutS ! 

MR WILLS. — and that is when we’re probing some sodal 
evil of which you personally arc die victim. 

MRS HUSHETT. Are you sajnng I’m the victim of pov-i 
erty ? 

MR WILLS. Mrs Hushett, you’re a Frenchman for logic. . . . 
Yes, I’m saying just that. . . . You and milhons more in this 
country to-day ! 

MRS HUSHETT. And poverty’s a social evil . . . imphm . . . 
it’s funny. 

MR WILLS. What’s fiinny about it ?^. fdWr-a 

MRS HUSHETT. Well, dierc’s cranks diat call drink a social 
evil . . . and dien there’s gambling. 

MR WILLS. These are lesser evils. . . . Behind them both 
stands poverty — die cause — the source. . . . 

MRS HUSHETT. Milhonaires get drunk — aye, and they 
gamble too ! 

MR WILLS. Of course they do, but for different reasons. 
I’m talking about the working class. I’m only asking you ' 
to admit diat your life is a hard one . . . unduly hard after 
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aU the service you’ve given the community. . . . Perhaps 
it will be left to your children, with all the benefits of modern 
education, to 

MRSHUSHETT. Education! [Setting her month grimly] Nov/ 
there’s something I can talk about I 

MR wins. Well ? 

MRS HUSHETT. Yoo didn’t ask me how I enjoyed the church 
social last night. 

MR WILLS. No . . . my mind doesn’t flop about like a fish 
in a basket. 

MRS HUSHETT. Well, I nearly didn’t enjoy it ; and all 
because education isn’t what it’s cracked up to be. 

MR WILLS. How do you make that out ? 

MRS HUSHETT. That yoimg sinner o’ mine — Sammy ... I 
feed him and deed him and send him to school . . . and at 
twelve year old he canna read. 

MR WILLS. What happened ? 

MRS HOSHEiT. Yesterday was Thursday — that’s the day 
I’m late and don’t get in dll half-past six. As usual, I gave 
him the key at dinner-time, and off" he went to school. 
Before I went out I left a note on the table tollin’ him what 
to do when he came in at four. It wasn’t much. The fire 
was set, and my good new boots — only four times on — were 
sittin’ on the fende r. ... I said in the note, “ Light fire.^ 
Brush boots.” i 

MR WILLS. Well, it sounds easy. Didn’t he do it? 

MRS HUSHETT [in an agonized voice]. He h'ghted the fire 
. . . and then burnt the boots. [She gets up. 

MR WILLS. Oh, I say . . , what rotten luck ! 

MRS HUSHETT. And I had to go to the social in my old 
hasbeens. . . . But, talkin’ about fires . . . d’you think he 11 
Want one this morning ? 

MR WILLS. Who? 
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MRS HUSHETT [mdicatitig the private room with a thumb], 
Mr Harker. 

MR WILLS. Hard to say. You never can tell what he’ll 
want. 

MRS HUSHETT. Ah Well, I’ll put some coal in. The bucket’s 
just outside. \She moves to the door and goes out. 

[mr WILLS over to thebook-rack and takes out a weighty 

ledger which he carries back to his desk. He turns over 
a few pages briskly. MRS hushett returns with a coal 
bucket piled high. In her passage across, the bucket tilts 
accidentally and two or three lumps fall to the floor. By 
the time she gets down on her knees to retrieve them 
MR WILLS is at her side, also on his knees, picking 
them up. 

MRS hushett. Tuts now, Mr Wills, you’ll get your hands 
dirty. 

MR WILLS. And why shouldn’t I ? . . . That’s what hands 
are for — to get dirty honestly and be washed clean again. 

MRS hushett. That’s all very fine and large . . . but it’s not 
for the hkes of you. 

MR WILLS. The likes of me ! Mrs Hushett, make a note of 
this : I represent just about the lowest dregs of the labouring 
class. 


MRS hushett. Mr Wills ! What a thing to say ! . . . 

and you with a fine job in the city, doin’ brain-work. 

MR WILLS. Save the mark ! 

MRS HUSHETJ. .^d, talk as you like you’ll just end up wf 
gettin’ your bomiy ledger dirty. 

[miss boyde n enters from R. She is young and dark and 
practical, dressed in a business-lik e overalf. Wie carries 
a hand-bag, and wears a modest engagement ring. On 
her way over to the left-hand desk she stops to regard 
the kneeling pair. 
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MR wiiLS. Ah, Mrs Hushctt, if you could just grasp the idea 
of help . . . the idea of service. . . . Do you know 

iSaoowt is ? 


r vour devotions ? 


MISS EOYDEN. Am I interrupting your devotions i 

MRS HUSHETT. Oh, Miss Boyden . . . there you are 

Mr Wills wras just giving me a hand . . . with the coals, 
you know. 

[Bot/i rise to their feet, mr wiixs, wiping his fingers on 
his handkerchief, goes to his desk and pretends to resume 
an important task. MRS hushett takes up her bucket 
and goes into the private room. There is a moment of 
awkward silence. 

MSS BOYDEN, Well ? 

MR WILLS. Well ? 

MSS BOYDEN. I Said it first. 

MR WILLS. Don’t be angry, Jenny. 

MSS BOYDEN. I’in not. 

MR WILLS. Well . . . that’s all right 

MSS BOYDEN. You Weren’t at the Dramatic Club last 
night. 

MR WILLS. No. . . . Somehow or other I just couldn’t face 
it in the mood I was in. . . . The thing we’re doing ^ 

gives me a pain — drawing-room drivel and bedroorngug^^^Li 
... It isn’t life ! 

MSS BOYDEN. You’d have found more than a rehearsal. 

... I was there, waiting for you . . . expecting you. 

MR WILLS. I’m sorry about that, of course. 

[mrs HUSHETT comes from the private room carrying a 
broom. She crosses to the other door, and, as she reaches 
it, turns and speaks. 

MRS HUSHETT. Well, good momin’ to you both. Dont 
let him make a Bolshevik of you. Miss Boyden. 


1 . ^ 5 .^ ^ 


[S/ie goes out. 
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MISS BOYDEN. Do you think I appreciate that kind of remark 
from the oflSce charwoman ? 

MR WILLS. There was no great harm in it that I could see. 

MSS BOYDEN. There’s no harm at all in Mrs Hushett ; 
she’s a good old soul. What I do resent is that you have 
made it possible for remarks like that to come from anyone 
in the building. 

MR WILLS. I’m afraid I don’t quite see 

MISS BOYDEN. Well, never mind that now. [Going over to 
/iiVn] But listen a moment, Tom. There’s something else I 
want to say now . . . something I want to ask you. 

MR WILLS. All right ; go ahead. 

MISS BOYDEN. We’re engaged to be married, Tom, aren’t 
we ? 

MR WILLS. Why, yes ... of course. 

MISS BOYDEN. And wc’vc managed to save a bit 

MR WILLS. Not very much. I’m afraid. 

MISS BOYDEN. Enough for what I’m thinking of, Tom ! . . . 
Let’s clear out of this mouldy ofiGce and start a sho p,_ Before 
Father sold out I used to manage his. No one can teach me 
anything about t he new sagent and tobacconist business. We 
could get married right away and work together, and I know 
we’d get on 

MR WILLS. Now, Jenny dear, we’ve been over all that 
before . . . and you know I hate discussing these things here 
in the office. 

MISS BOYDEN. I Want you to say something definite 
now. 

MR WILLS. We can’t talk here without being interrupted. 
Miss Lennart or the boss may be in any moment . . . and 
leaving things half-said is wone than not saying them at 
all. 

MSS BOYDEN. I Want to know now. 
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MK WILLS. Jenny, be reasonable. It’s too big a step to take 
on t he spur of the moment . 

MISS BOYDEN. Are you prepare(l_ to leave this office- with 
me and, go in to business.? 

MR WILLS a pause\. No . . . I’m not. . . . It’s too 

uncertain. I’m thinking of you principally when I say that. 
But rU be quite frank : I’d hate to be a shopkeeper, anyhow. 

Auss BOYDEN. That’s got something to do with your 
politics, hasn’t it ? 

MR WILLS. Possibly it has ; but it’s only a secondar}’ 
consideration. 

BOYDEN. Then it boils down to this ; you don’t think 
it’s worth the risk ? 

MR WILLS. I think the risk too great, considering I’m in 
steady employment here. 

MISS BOYDEN. I See. . . . WcU, then, I think marriage would 
be too big a risk as long as you are employed here . . . unless 
some change occurs. 

MR WILLS. What do you mean ? 

MISS BOYDEN. I’m going to be frank now, Tom — 1 mean 
that you’re not much good at your job. 

[mr wills is aghast, but says nothing. 

MISS BOYDEN. I’m sorry if tliat hurts you, Tom, but it has 
worried me for months. I’ve watched you day after day. 
You’re not paying attention. Half the time you’ re dreami ng 
. . . gazing out of the window, letting thin gs slide, mak ing 
blunde^n iH getting old Harker down on ymTOkenoad of 
bricks. That’s wh a t_mooning about Soviet Russia has don e 
for you 1 It hasn’tlnade you a worker, anyway . _ You 
[sp end h ours-every-week-exchanging.theories with .Miss Len- 
jnart, and whenever Freddie Coombes comes up it’s a signal 
to stop everything and talk .pohtics-r^though you can’t sec 
[he’s just baiting you, .. . No, Tom ! It won’t do. It can 
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only end one way. . . . Well, what have you got to 
say ? 

MR WILLS [after an aiiilihJe sioli]. Thank heaven you’re not 
the boss ! 

MISS BOYDEN. I’m ahraid it won’t be long before Mr Harker 
does ■what I’d do now if I were, 

MR 'WILLS And that is ? 

^^ss BO-YDEN. Sack you on the spot ! Oh, Tom, I 

almost wish he ■would ! I’d leave too ; then we could 
start. What you want is something to interest you, . , . 
Working for your own profit. . . . 

MR 'WILLS. Oh, please don’t begin all over again. 

MISS BOYDEN. Very well. ... I won’t reason any more 
witli you. I’ll just do anythin g I can, tQ_help .you— out of 
your job. ... I mean it. [iiJie touches her This little 
jewel is just an ornament meantime. Things have got to 
change before it can mean any more. 

[The entrance door opens to admit mr barker. He is of 
middle age, wears a hat and coat, and has spats over his 
shoes. He carries his head a little on one side — a j 
mannerism of abstraction. He crosses and enters his 
i ]> room, with a brusque g reeting. 

MR HARKER. Good moming, 

MSS BOYDEN. Good morning, Mr Harker. 

MR 'WILLS. Moming. . . . Jenny, did you seriously mean 
what you said just now ? 

^uss BOYDEN [croirifi^ to the book-rack and taking out a book]. 
Have you got the makers' case-marks and numbers ready for 
next month’s shipments ? 

MR -WILLS. Confound the case-marks and numbers ! 
Answer my question. 

MISS BOYTiEN. That’s the stuff to give them, Tom ! . . . 
They’ll write asking for them when it’s too late, and then 
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we’U have a few nice Chamber-of-Commerce claims for late 
shipment That would just about do the trick. 

[She returns to her desk. 

ME WILIS. It would be my OAvn affair anyhow. . . . But 
to think that you would actually go out of your way to 

MISS BOYDEN. Perhaps I won’t need to ; but if the worst 
comes to the worst 

[A bell rings in the inner room, miss boyden goes in ; 
a moment's pause and she returns. 

Miss Le nna rt not in yet ? 

ME WILIS [abruptly]. Can’t say. 

MISS BOYDEN. I Wouldn’t be surprised if she joined you sooi^ 
at the Labour Exchange. Old Marker’s straining at the leash .: 
Wants some letters done. 

ME WILLS. Look here, Jenny, do you honestly think I’m a 
failure ? 

MISS BOYDEN. You cau’t be a feilure until you make a start. 
But you must excuse me. I’ve got work to do. Work, 
you know . . . doing things. 

[The entrance door opens and miss lennaet comes leisurely 
in. She is about twenty-jive, tall and dark, and intensely 
joware of herself . She does not wear an overall, hut ts 
dressed tastef ully and with a serts ^f the va lue^fcplsur 
rarejn ..offices. She carrien he^^conventio naLhandbag, 

, however. She approaches the typist's table very much 

os a millionaire's yacht m^es the .^xrr^ 

MISS LENNAET [on her way across]. GodSinoming. 

ME WILLS. Morning. 

suss BOYDEN. Good moming. Oh, Miss Lennart, Mr 
Marker’s been asking for you. 

MISS LENNAET. So soon ? . . . Mow tiresome ! 

[She sits down. 

MISS BOYDEN. You’rc a bit late, you know. 
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MISS tENNART. Why must the poor man get into difficulties 
before the day is properly started ? 

MISS BOYDEN. I tliink he’s got a lot of letters this morn- 
ing. 

MISS LENNART [abstractedly]. Letters. . . . Never write a 
letter, and never destroy one. [S//e draws a finger down her 
talk.] This table is absolutely foul ! The first letter this 
morning shall be to Mrs Hushett. How shall we begin ? . . . 
“ My dear Hushett. . . . We regret we do not share your 
indifference to g rime — full stop. In all our tliree weeks' 
experience of this office — er ” 

MISS BOYDEN. Mrs Hushett’s been here for seven years. 

MISS LENNART. A fair apprenticeship. 

[mr harker in his room gives the bell on his desk two or 
three impatient hangs. Miss lennart turns her head. 

MSS LENNART. Hear the tinkling of the bells — Harker’s 
bells ! Ah, what dismal grammar their melody foretells ! 
[S/ie gets np, taking a pad and pencil.] Well, I suppose I must. 

I know I shan’t be appreciated, but here goes. 

[S/ie enters the private room. 

MISS BOYDEN. No. ... I don’t think she’ll last long. 

MR WILLS, oh, I don’t know. She strikes me as being 
rather a clever girl, 

MISS BOYDEN. I suppose what you mean is that she’s attrac- 
tive, in a way. But she’s just cheeky really. She’s got rather 
a nerve to go on the way she does after only three weeks in 
the job. 

[The door on the right opens and mr coombes enters, 
carrying one or two cloth-pattern folders. HeJ^oung 
and astute and successful at hi s job. He goes up to the 
smairTable~and~takes the chair. 

MR COOMBES. Good morning. Miss Boyden. Morning, 
WiUy. How’s it going ? 
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MR WILLS ^swinging round to talk]. Hello, Freddie ! Sorry 
Ivliss Lennart’s engaged. 

MR cooMBES. Wrong this time, Willy. The fair Lennart 
must wait. I’m all business. _Ap_audience of Harker is 
what I’m after . . . these assoft^nls, [He indicates the pat- 
terns.] You see, I want to get on. Efficiency’s my ticket. 
[He leansjorivard, chin on h'Md^nd'gdzesJ^dly af MR wills.] 
Let me plan your career ! 

MR WILLS. Go and boil your head. 

MR COOMBES. Ah, Willy, you lack ambition ! That’s the 
worst of you Bolshies . . . you want to reduce us all to the 
lowest common deno min ator. 

MR WILLS. I don’t want to do anything of the sort, and 
neither does anyone else. What we want to do is to raise 
the standard of living of the workers. 

MR COOMBES. Sam^ thing. ... By the way, I see two of 
your pals eot nm in yesterday. 

MR WILLS. Who got run in — and what for ? 

ME COOMBES. Somebody on that paper you read. . . - 
Some article about a judge. . . . Very serious. You musm t 
go about saying things about judges. They’re devilish 
touchy. 

MR WILLS. I don’t know anything about it. Less than you 
do about Soviet Russia. If you gave as much study to that 
as you do to racing-form 

MR COOMBES. That reminds me. . . . Would you like a 
flutter t o-day ? . . . Fly-leaf in the three-fifteen at Newbury. 

ME WILLS. I’m not interested. 

ME COOMBES. It’s past the post, Willy. Don’t throw good 
money away. Tried a .cert ... a stone in hand. 

MR WILLS. A bird in the hand for me. 

[miss LENNART comes from the private room, mr coombes 
jumps to his feet, miss lennart sits down and begins 
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to look through a sheaf of papers she has hrought out. 

She gives mr coombes scant attention. 

MR COOMBES [crossing over]. Ah, good morning, Miss 
Lennart. How is it going ? 

MISS LENNART. I’m Very busy, Mr Coombes. 

MR COOMBES. But not too busy to talk to Httlc Freddie. 
Tell me, why don’t you wear an overall like the other girls 
in this office ? 

MISS LENNART. If thc Other girls dressed like this I should 
probably wear an overall. 

MR COOMBES. That’s the way to talk ! D’ye hear that, 
Willy ? No lo west common denominator for Miss Lennart. ' 

mssBOYDm<[iiifuing~foun(!]. You can sec Mr Harker now, 
Freddie. Run along ; you’re holding up the work. 

MR COOMBES. What a boss you’d moke, Jenny ! I’ll make 
a note of you. . . . Miss Leimart, you too have impressed me 
very favourably. ... I have two tickets for the Ambassadon' 
to-night. . . . What do you say ? 

MISS LENNART. Mr Coombes, I look upon you with loath- 
ing. In a moment I shall ask Mr Wills to throw you out. 

MR COOMBES. Well, if that isn’t just too funny ! . . . Like 
to have a go, Willy ? . . . Now don’t be cruel, Miss Lennart. 
What about these two tickets ? 

[mr barker enters from his room. 

MR BARKER. Wills, I Want a pro forma c ost made out. Take ‘ 
a note, [mr wills gets ready.] 300 cases . . . 100 each . . . 
19 yards 24 inches coloured bordered dhooties ... as order 
21903 ... at one and a penny three-sixteenths per yard. . . . 
Cost, Insurance, and Freight — Calcutta. . . . Calculate the 
interest at ninety days. [He turns to go, and then rememhtrs 
something.] And don’t forget that twopence for cartage. 
You missed it last time and it had to come out of the cover. 

. . . We can’t afford it. 
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MR COOMBES [wlcrccpt!ii£ him]. Can I see you a moment, 
sir ? 

MR BARKER. "What is it, Coombes ? 

MR COOMBES. Thosc assortments, sir. 

MR BARKER. All right. Give me a moment. I’ll ring for 
you. [Heroes in. 

MR WILLS. Confound him ! He can’t forget that two- 
pence. 

MISS LENNART. It wasn’t very much, was it? Couldn’t 
you have given it to him ? 

MR coo.MBES. It wasn’t just one twopence. Miss Lennart, 
it was five hundred . . . and you didn’t have it on you, did 
you, Willy . . . not in coppers ! 

LOSS BOYDEN [lumittg sharply]. Clear out ! 

MR COOMBES. Can’t . . . You heard old man Harkcr. . . . 
I’m waiting for the little bell. [The bell rin^s.] There we 
are. You’ll have to excuse me. [He goes in. 

MR WILLS. He’s a low brute. 

MISS BOYDEN. You should have taken your cue from Miss 
Lennart and thrown him out, w— 

MR WILLS. It’s Harker I mean . . . whining about his two- 
pence before everybody. I heard him out about it at the 
time. 


Aoss LENNART, Hc’s in a very tiresome mood this morning. 

I could scarcely keep from throssung my book at his head. _ 
, You know , . . you go in7'and''his'i5Ick""is" towards you. 

,’l TESe’s something , about liis head.. . . he holds it on one 
S._sidc-. . . you want to throw something. 

? MR WILLS [excitedly]. By Jove, MisTLennart, you’re right ! 
That’s what’s wrong . . . it’s his head ! I’ve puzzled over 
that and couldn't see it. 

[miss BOYDEN pauses to listen. 
MISS LENNART. Perhaps that’s why small boys throw stones 
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at sparrows. They look so absurd . . . heads on one 
side. 

MR WILLS. You’re right about Harker, anyhow. ... I 
seem to have known it all the time. 

[miss boyden gathers some papers and moves down. 

MISS BOYDEN. In casc I’m wanted, I’m going downstairs 
with these advice notes. 

MISS LENNART [rising and passing a hand wearily over her 
farehead\. I think I’ll accompany you. I want a couple of 
aspirins. Mr Coombes has upset me. 

[They go to the door, miss lennart passes out. miss 
BOYDEN turns. 

MISS BOYDEN. When Coombes comes out, don’t talk to 
him. Kick him . . . hard. [She goes out. 

[mr WILLS sits thoughtfully staring out of the window. 
MR COOMBES enters from the private room. He crosses 
silently and pauses at the door of exit. 

MR COOMBES. I say, Willy. [No answer.] Willy ! 

MR WILLS. Oh, you’re there ! I didn’t notice you come 
out. 

MR COOMBES [comiug Up to the table]. Were youjdreaming 
the Com munist State ? . . . You know, Willy, you’ve 
gotthe wron g angle of this Soviet business. You se^ to 
tlunk it would be t£e~dawn for you, and the end of me 
because 1 don’t accept your views. . . Not a bit. I don’t 
think I’d mind if it did happen. You^ee,-Lcan^tak e wh at 
cornes and-be-iiseful. That’s why old Harkcr’s sending me 
to Manchester next week ; I can get orders placed . . . make 
money. . . . But I wonder wh at-theJocal-Soviet .would do 
with you. ... I suppose you think it would be a case of 
you and — Mrs Hushett a s joint bosses Jiere and old Harker 
swinging on the first lamp-post. Don’t be misled. . . _ 
There’s lots ' of hMty places to be swept out in a big city_ 
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[He comes down to the door.] They’d pr obably hang_YPU- on 
die end of a brush and use you for that. . . . Think it over. 

[He goes out. 

[me wills, chin in hand, ga zes dejectedly _puLof the win- 
dow. He sinks deep in thought. For a moment nothing 
~ happens, and~tKeh H^mFa subtle change. Thejight 
has been the uniform grey of a drab morning. But me 
_ WILLS is thinking of what might be . Slowly a ruddy 

glow dawns about him. 

ME WILLS. It’s a confounded lie ! . . . It would be the 
dawn of a new life. 

[The red light passes into aglow of rose and amber, warm- 
ing every comer of the room, wrapping him about. The 
, outside world fades and disappears. Inside everything 
is bright, me -mils faces front. He is transfign wL'^ 
” me WILLS. Mrs Hushett and me ! Why not ? ^ 

[He laughs softly and comes down stage. 
ME WILLS [softly, contemplatively]. Mis Hushett I 

[The outer door opens and mes hushett appears, silently 
but quickly. She wears a coat and hat. 

MRS HUSHETT. You Sent for me, Mr Wills. 

ME WHLS [at his full height and with a strange new vigour]. 
Mrs Hushett, the hour has struck ! The old order is over. 

I have a telegram here from the Distric t Commissar . [The 
telegram is invisible, but mes hushett doesn’t seem to mind.] 
You and I are in charge until some definite arrangement can 
be made. 

MES hushett. Oh, Mr Wills ! 

ME WILLS. You musm’t call me Mr Wills any more in that 
tone, Mrs Hushett. Just call me Comrade. 

MRS HUSHETT. All right . . . Comrade. 

MR WILLS [pacing up and down]. And now we must institute 
a Soviet to run this business . . . you sit over there [points 
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to the chair on the and I -will take this one [on the left]. 
Now, we are joint pre sidents. Let’s see . . . whom have we ? 

. . Miss Xainart, first of all. 

[huss LENNART enters mid runs up to MR wills. 
MISS LENNART. Oh, Tom, I’m so glad to hear of your 
appointment. I always believed in you. You’re a hero 
how . . . public figure. How I admire you ! 

AIR WILLS. Thank you, comrade. I shall have quite a lot 
to say to you presently. . . . Meantime we are holding a 
Soviet ; you please take that seat ? [He indicates the 
typing-chair and she sits down in a rapt attitude.] First of all 
. . . we must deal with the man Harker. 

[mr harker surprisingly enters from the right. He is 
dressed as he ions on his fast appearance. He comes up 
between mrs hushett and mr wnxs, whom he faces. 
MR HARKER. Oh, Ml WiUs ! . . . Can you please tell me 
what’s to happen to me now ? 

MR WILLS [s/inrply]. Take off your hat. [mr harker com- 
plies.] Harker, you are in a very grave position. 

MR HARKER. I know it, sir. 

MR WILLS. Don’t call me sir. I don’t know whether 

we ought to let you remain here. The Commissar will have 
to decide that ultimately ; hut in the meantime we might 
give you some sort of an odd job. 

MR HARKER. Oh, I’d be glad to do anything. 

MR WILLS [with a general glance round]. I may say that there 
will be a flat rate of wages until further notice. It ■will 
mean advances for some and [with a look at mr elarker] 
reductions for others. Everyone will receive five pounds 
per week. [Sensn/ion. 

MRS hushett. Five pounds a week ! 

MR WILLS. It isn’t much, I know. Comrade Hushett, but 
you at any rate arc sure of an advance in due course. 



202 


TEN SELECTED ONE-ACT PLAYS 


But to return to you, Harker. You’d better make a start 
by keeping the place tidy. . . . There’s too much grime 
about. 

MRS HUSHETT. I’ll get my brush. It’s in th ________ 

MR WILLS [tuith a commanding gesture]. No, you won’t. 
Harker’U get it . . . and Marker’ll use it. Get along now . . . 
make it snappy ! . . . And when you’ve done that, you can 
put out fresh blotting-paper and new ink. This stuff is 
abominable . . . and the Co mmis sar might drop in. We 
must be efficient. 

[mr wills grabs the large sheet of blotting-paper off his 
desk and crumples it into a hall. Then he turns to 
MR BARKER. 

MR WILLS. Hurry up, before I change my mind and turn 
you out. 

[ [mr barker makes to go. As he turns, MR wills throws 
( the blotting-paper and registers a direct hit. 

MR wills. There ! . . . I’ve wanted to do that for months. 

. . . And now, comrades, I think that will^o for the present. 
Mrs Hushett, you can have the rest of the day off. Comrade 
Lennart and I have some matters_tO-discuss. Report to- 
morrow at ten sharp. 

[MRS HUSHETT moves silently to the door and goes out, 
MR WILLS crossing over and opening door for her. He 
closes the door, and standing with his back to it regards 
MISS LENNART, who is Smiling jvpndetfully tipon hlm^ _ 
Presently he swaggers across. 

MISS 'LENNART. You we're'niarvellous ! 

MR WHLS. Miss Lennart . . . Miss A. Lennart, ? 

MISS LENNART. YeS. ^ 

MR WILLS. Tell me ... is it Astra^? 

MISS LENNART. "Why, yes. riow” did you know ? 

MR WILLS. 1 just... Imew. How beautiful I ^tta Lennart. 


ol o , 
i basement.'’’’'"^ 
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MISS LENNART. I’m SO glad you like it. 

MR WILLS. Astra, I have two tickets for the Am- 

bassadors’ to-night. ~’WiU you join me ? 

^ass LENNART. Oh, Tom ! How good of you ... in your 
hour of triumph. 

MR WILLS. I hope to have such an hour again, 

Mss LENNART. Who knows. ... 

MR WILLS. Come, we must celebrate. Put on your coat 
and hat. We’ll go out and breathe fresh air. 

Anss LENNART [springing up]. Splendid ! Just give me a 
moment. ” 

[Beforej^ wills kiioius it she Jias kissed himJigbtly, on 
the cheek and run to the door, where she turns. 

MISS LENNART. I Won’t keep you waiting long, dear. 

[S/ie disappears. 

[mr wills stands for a moment in Paradise ; then slowly 
moveTup and sits at his desk. He rests his chin on his 
hand and gazes out of the window. Presently the beau- 
tifhl colours begin to fade. The outside worldjossttmes 
form once more. The ruddy glow continues, however, ■ 
To bathe his head and shoulders. 

[The entrance door opens to admit Miss boyden, who 
comes fonvard a little, speaking. 

MISS BOYDEN. I say, Tom, did you examine Smithson’s 
Iwt dehvery ? [There is no reply, and she stands still. Then 
a little louder] Tom 1 

[Sfi7/ no reply, miss boyden heaves a sigh oj despair. 
Her eye catches the ba ll of blottins~ paper__oii thejoor . 
Picking it up, she makes to throw it hard at me wills. 
Hct hand pauses in mid-air andjterjte^jumsjowards 
« ptdv a te room . Down comes her hand slowly and 

looks at the missile. Another glance at mr wills, 

. and then she tiptoes silently across to mb harker s door. 
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Softly she turns the handle and opens the door, jittJnch- 
at a time. Then , taking careful a im,jhe_firesJter..shot 
true. There is a submerged grunt from within. 
She closes the door sioiftly, and, running silently across, 
goes out. There is a moment’s pause. Then the in ner 
d oor op ens and MR barker appears. His rage is terrible 
— majestic in fact, for he carries the ball before him like 
, the' orb at a coronation. His eye lights on MR wills, 
gazing out of the window. 

MR BARKER [in an awful voice\. Wills ! 

[The red light snaps off as WR wills almost falls from 
his chair. 


MR WILLS. Yes, sir . . . what is it, sir ? 

MR BARKER. How dare you ? How dare you pretend you 
don’t know ? Have you gone mad ? 

[mr wills passes a hand over his brow. 
MR BARKER . How dare you strike me on the head with 
^s ? 

MR WILLS. I — I don’t understand, sir. . . . What is it ? 

MB BARKER. Don’t bandy words with me, sir. It’s a — a 
filthy piece of blotting-paper. 

MR WILLS [after a hasty glance at his desk where the blotting- 
paper^sed to lie]. Good gracious ! , 

MR BARKER. There can’t possibly be any explanation of this 
outrage. You admit throwing it ? 

MR WILLS. Really, sir, I don’t understand. , 

MR BARKER. Do you have the effrontery t o deny it ? 

MR WILLS. Yes — er— no that. is ... I threw. .it,.but 

MR BARKER. Thaj will do. Y ou will l eave immedia^y^ 
I shall telephone the cashier to make arrangenwms. 

[mr barker turns on his heel and makes to re-enter his 
room. On the threshold he finds he still holds the 
offending ball and, with a gesture of disgust, tosses it 
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uniJer the desk tit the back. He then goes in and closes 
the door, mr wills is standin^S^tet^^^asjiSSJ^ 
[T/ie other door opens to admit miss boyden and miss^ 
LENNART. MISS LENNART aosses to her table and takes 
up her papers, miss boyden anxiously approaches 
MR wills. 

miss boyden. what’s the matter, Tom? . . . What 
^happened ? 

MR WILLS. I’m sacked . . . that’s all ... . I hit old Harket 
widh^ _lump_oQ)igtting7paper.__ 

MISS LENNART. What ! You hit him ? Oh, good 

jnan ! 

MISS BOYDEN. Tom . . . you didn’t ... it’s all a jni^ke. 

_ rU-go-in-and explain everything. 

MR WILLS. Stop ! — there’s no mistake. ... -I hit- -him. 
He’s been asking for it for months. ... I suppose,!, went 
^ad But I’m glad I did it. I’d do it agam ! 

MISS BOYDEN, Tom, you’ve got to listen 

MR WILLS [in a voice of command]. Go and put on your) 
coat and hat. We’re leaving — together. I’ve found out f 
something. . . . We’re going into business. 

MISS BOTOEN. oh, Tom, do you mean it ? [S/ie kisses him I 
lightly on the cheek, and runs to the door.] Lwon’.tJteep you | 
waiting long, dear . a 4,’ ' 

~~ \ mtJ^ijsijeam~JoJiear_an^etJw and he turns, rather 
■o-nif-^J^ fuzzled, in miss lennart's, dirgiiou. Then he goes 
to the desk and collects his case. 

MR WILLS Inioving slowly over to the door]. Wgll, I m o ff. 

. . . I’m just going downstairs for a word with young 
Coombes. [^hesitates, JryiugJLo_LemntbeT--Soiuet}imgr-and- 
turns to MISS L ENNART.] I say ... I wmt„to ask -you some- 
thing. ~ 

''~MISS LENNART. YeS ? 
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MR WILLS. Tell m e . . . is your name Astra ? 

MISS LENNART. No — it’s Alice. 

MR WILLS. H’m . . . ^, well ... it doesn’t matter. Good- 
bye. 

[mr wills goes out. miss LENUtA sr Jeans-forward„ond_ 
gazes after Jwn, puz^ed. The bell rings in the private 
room. 

[miss LENNART rises and takes up her book. 
miss LENNART [moving up towards the door\. Oh, dear ! 
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THE SHIRT 


ADAPTATION OF RADIO PLAY 

on an Old Folk Tale 

by 

Francis Dillon 

CHARACTERS 

STORY-TELLER. He may wear a fantastic costume, such 
as an astrologer's, for instance, or appear before the curtains 
in evening ^r^Jn^the^jnantier of a compere . Voice ani[ 
manner hlmta^easy, and intimate. 

THE QUEEN. Clear, strong, and unaffected. Very direct 
and commanding. Simple costtime; always wears her 
crown. 

CHANCELLOR. About 
. /y'-. 

into oilyr insinuation . 

Keeps his chin in the air. ^ 

KING. Black hose, slashed black-and-dull-red doublet . 
Croiim hung with black crepe. A deep voice — very flatly 
produced. Able to laugh convincingly. 

COMMENTATOR. Very much the B.B.C. commentator 
in pace, pitch, and diction. The scene in which he appears 
depends entirely on his catching the manner of and at the same 
time slightly caricaturing the stock commentator. [The part 
ii'a5 first played by Naiinton Wayne.) Costume : Sports 
coat fltiif particoloured hose. 

BUCKRAM. Fruity and conimonplace. Aggressive. Loud 
check doublet and hose. 

BEGGAR. Young, rather fat, selffsatiffed, and slow moving. 
Dressed in rags, but not picturesquely. 
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^ffather pompous, but drops 
Carriei ^''P'llack-and-white rod. 



OTHER CHARACTERS 

in order of appearance 

YOUNG NOBLE. Lean and languid Speaks with a 
slight lisp. 

COURT PHYSICIAN. Moustache. Hearty red face and 
pompous maimer. Carries a black bag and saw. 

2ND COURT PHYSICIAN. Wears glasses and goatee 
beard. Lecturing manner. Large book under bis arm. 

BUCKRAM’S PHYSICIAN. Stumbling old German with 
full beard. Mumbles a good deal. Wears gown and 
Hamburg. 

KING’S JESTER. Lancashire. Usual Jester garb but in 
black. Coughs a good deal. 

ROYAL HUNT-MASTER. Bawls in county voice. 
Modem M.F.H. costume. Very bow-legged. 

POET. Extremely affected. Pale blue costume. Carries a 
Jlower. 

LORD WALRUS. Blimp with walrus moustache and any 
military fantasy the wardrobe can afford. 

CRIK BUSBY. Crooner. Troubadour costume, or any 
music-hall crooner’s suit. 

KIUITY and DUFFY. Just two black-faced cross-talkers. 
Coon dress. 

SWING SWATTERS. Anybody with an instrument, whether 
they play it or not. They should be drilled to the usual 
meaningless business of lifting instruments, standing up 
together, and so on. Any uniform dress at all from period 
to present. 

TENOR. The particular affectation to aim at is the long 
drawn-out howl with eyes closed and very " sung ” voweb. 
An old ballad should be diosen. " Trees ” is admirable. 
Modem dress. 

S. S. SIDNEY. Cockney comedian. A raucous, red-nosed 
fellow. Funny clothes and hat. 
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MERCHANTS l, 2, 3, 4. Should all he dressed alike — 
soberly. 

VOICES. Voice and face only. Variety the wain con- 
sideration. 


COSTUMES : Same as suggested, but the greatest 
liberty can be allowed the designer. Nothing 
“ period ” wdU come amiss so long as it indicates 
the character. In general, members of the nobility 
are beribboned and beplumed and prefer to wear 
their coronets. 


SCENES 

I ; The Great Hall with chairs and thrones. 

11 : The same with chairs removed. 

Ill : The same with chairs and thrones removed. 

A flat desk added. 

IV : A street drop. 

V : The Great Hall with thrones. 

Alternatively Scene I can be played without 
benches and chairs. 

Scene IV can be played before 
the curtains if sufficient 
apron is left. 
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FRANCIS DILLON is the wcll 4 aiown I LBXL 
Producer. 

After spending some time in Russia at the end of 
the 1914 war, he“ drifted casually ” to India, where, 
amongst other things, he ran an experimental theatre. 
Although trained as a musician, it was his love of the 
drama and gift as a script-writer that finally brought 
him to Broadcasting House, where, to use his own 
words, he does “ a wild variety of productions.” 

Being Irish, he has a particular hking for the fairy- 
story and has written and produced a number of 
radio plays based on such stories, including Tlte 
Nightingale, Twelve hy the Mail, and The Golden 
Cockerel. 

This stage adaptation of his radio play The Shirt 
was made specially for this collection. 


210 



THE SHIRT ^ 


Musk is heard and the story-teiler appears before the airtain. 
The music dies away. 

STORY-TELLER. Long, long ago, so long ago that many of 
our newest ideas were already forgotten, there hved an ex- 
ceedingly rich and powerful King. His subjects were loyal, 

' and there was every facility in his kingdom for his favourite 
amusements, [m//.] but towa rd s the end of the fifth yea r 
of his reign he fell into a deep melancholy,. The most 
desperate efforts of the Court brought not the faintest flicker 
of interest to his Majesty’s eye, and at last the Queen bade 
the Chancellor summon to the Great Hall of Audience all 
the notables of the kingdom, nobles, councillors, magicians, 
and even certain commoners. 

SCENE I 

The light fades. The story-teller disappears. A babble is 
heard as the curtain rises on the G reat Hall o f Audienc e. 
There is a door L., a door R., and an archway L. C. back. 
Two chairs on a dais R. C. back. L. rows of chairs with 
nob les__igated. R. rows of commoners standing. A fanfare 
sounds. The nobles riseJo_dmrJeet. The commoners fall' 
on their knees, 'f orefie^ to fl oor. Enter the (voeen throtigh 
dfcliway a ttended b y chancellor and Captain of th e Guard. 
QUEEN. Be seated, nobles! Commoners, you may use 
from your knees. ' You may proceed, my Lord Chancellor. 

^ Applications regarding amateur performances of this play should 
he addressed to the author, Francis Dillon, Esq., Broadcasting House, 
London, W.i. 
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young noble. Your Majesty, 1 claim my right to speak 
in the Hall of Audience before the Chancellor, who is of 
less noble birth. 

QtiEEN. I am, as you know, but lately come to this king- 
"dom, your Grace, and you must instruct me if I seem_to 
' override your precedents. You may speak. S 

Yomc NOBLE. Oh. I have nothing to say, your Majesty, 
except to insist on my ancient privilege. 

[Commoners mumble. 

QUEEN. Proceed, Chancellor, 

CHANCELLOR. Yout Majesty, the whole kingdom shares 
your sorrow for the terrible malady which has overtaken 
our beloved King. I have obeyed your royal command and 
summoned to audience these — er — ^various lieges and sub- 
jects, and, while it would seem insolence in me to question 
your choice of counsellors, I cannot conceive that any useful 
suggestion whatsoever is likely to emanate from the majority 
of those here assembled. [He stares at the commoners. 

QUEEN, I com e from a plain, p racticaLcoimtr y. Ch ancellor, 
where we are disposed^ to_try., strange remedie s when f amiliar- 
onesJailr- 

CHANCELLOR. Then will your M^esty be pleased to address 
these — er — ^new-found counsellors ? 

[Aftother stare at commoner^. 

QUEEN. You know that I can only approach the King when 
the King desires to see me, and it is with no pleasure at all 
that I have to ask you to give me, and these subjects, a report 
of his Majesty’s present condition, and — i£J-am_no.t_oyerr 
riding_anothcr_ancient- precedent — I would suggest that you 
begin at the beginning. ’’ 

CHANCELLOR. But, your Majesty, all the Court is acquainted 
with the King’s . . . 

QUEEN. I am sure they are, Chancellor, but you have 
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already made it clear tliat wc have otlicrs here not of the 
Court 


CHANCEUOR. Some few, your Majesty, but do drey gready 
matter ? 

QUEEN. That we shall see. [Unfolds a saoli] Instruct die 
Court Physician to speak. 

CHANCEELOR. Page, inform the Griffin King of Arms that 
her Majesty commands die appropriate herald to sound for 
the Court Physician. 

QUEEN. T he C ourt Physician is on your immediate right, 
Chancellor. 

CHANCELLOR. But die tradidoual forms and usag es . . . 

QUEEN. ... arc abrogated for diis CounciE SHStatc of 
Urgency and Alarm is proclaimed. 

CHANCELLOR. Then the heralds must . . . 

QUEEN. . . . remain exaedy where they arc. I consritute 
tliis a private council which I shall myself conduct. _You 
see I have learnt somediin g of y our customs and usages. 

CHANCELLOR. But your Majesty cannot hold a private 
council syJtl} cosuuiouecs present: 

QUEEN. T hen I will have diem ennoWed, if you insist. 

CHANCELLOR. Oil no. There is — cr — a precedent for their 
attendance 

QUEEN. Very wcU. Now, Court Physician, let us have 
your report with as little preamble as 

COURT pHVSiciAN. Man has four humours, your Majesty,'' 
which flow through his soul. In the King’s case, the melan- 
,xholic humour has obtained complete dominance. I prog- 
-nosticate a strengthening of diat melancholic humour unless 
the contrary or sanguine' h umour can be stimulated. 

QUEEN. And vvhat was your prescription ? 

COURT PHYSICIAN. The_ emotions encourage the sanguine 
humour, and laughter drives the melancholy humour from 

. / - /-% A / f. 
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the soul. ,I prescribed, theref ore, e motion M^Jaughter, 
jparticularl^Iaughter. 

QTJEEN. Is there any other school of physic ? 

COURT PHYSICIAN. Not in the Court, your Majesty. 

QUEEN. I sent for others. [Consults scroll — turns to com- 
moners.] What have you to say of the prescription ? 

[comT PHYSICIAN puts Ills hands to hU ears. _ 

2 ND PHYSICIAN [a commoner]. Your Majesty, laughter is 
a response within instincts. It marks 

the escape of psycho-physical energy gathered to meet an 
obstruction. 

^■‘-'■‘'■'^^ Smacks lips with satisfaction — glares at court physician. 

QUEEN. Do you or do you not agree with the Court 
Physician ? 

2ND PHYSICIAN [spreading his arms — clutching his book]. An ^ 
examination of past stimuli is required. 

QUEEN. We shall come to that. Do you agree ? 

2ND PHYSICIAN [with great hesitation]. In a sense, yes. 

QUEEN. Good. Perhaps, Chancellor, you will now bring 
this miserable history up to date by telling us what has been 
done, and who has done it. 

CHANCELLOR. The King’s J ester. ! 

JESTER [moving from The foot of the dais; stands dejected; 
gives a terrible cough]. Ther’s bin nobbut seven joakes in eawr 
family these fower hundert years, and they alius brought 
th’ouse down. Fer’s Ah’m concerned, end o’t’ world’s coom. 

CHANCELLOR. I myself have laughed at one of the Jester’s 
practical jokes for thirty years, and since no one at Court 
may even smile until the King is cured, life has become very 
hard. 

BUCKRAM. You need a few new vvisecracks m this Court. 

CHANCELLOR. Who gave you permission to speak ? You, 
a commoner. Your Majesty, you see what happens when . . . 
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QUEEN. Who is that ? 

CHANCELLOR. Who ate you, fellow, and what are you 
doing here ? 

BUCKRAM. Master Buckram, please your Majesty, and 1 
came on your own summons served by twenty-five soldiers. 
And not so much of the " fellow,” Chancellor — am not 
without some foDoiving. 

QUEEN. Oh yes — Master Buckram — Purveyor- of 
People’s A musements. We shall come to you later. MeSn- 
"wKileTHolaotttke me too hterally when I say that the formal 
Court procedure is in abevao ce-for this Council. Give me 
tlte Ust, Chancellor. Mmm . . . Master of the Royal Hunt. 

HERALD [off]. Master o fthe_Royal-Hunt-! 

[A horn is heard— followed by galloping hooves — off. 

QUEEN [startled]. What does this mean ? [Horse neighs off. 

CHANCELLOR. Your Majesty, it-is_the_ancient'privilegc'-of 
the Roy al Hunt-master to, appear-at..CQ uncil on h orseback. 

QUEEN. Is it ? Unhone him. 

HERALD [off^. Dismount, sir. 

[Enter m.r.h. — very bow-iegged. 

QUEEN. Well, what have you done to cure the King ? 

M.R.H. Your Majesty, the King will not hunt. Meanwhile, 
the land is overrun with wild beasts, to the terror of the 
King’s subjects. 

QUEEN. Why are the wild beasts not shot or trapped ? 

[Scnsafioii amongst noble:. 

M.R.H. Shot ! — ^Trapped ! — ^By Gad, the penalty for that 
is death. 

QUEEN. The — oh ! I haven’t the time to have that ex- 
plained to me. You may leave us. 

M.R.H. Your servant, your Majesty. 

[Exit ii.R.H. Horse neighs and gallops away — off. 

QUEEN [consulting scroll]. Ikoyal-Music-Mastcr, Keeper of 
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the Dancers, Purveyor of Private Amusements, you have 
failed to amuse or even interest your King. Have you any 
further suggestions ? 

SEVERAL, No, your Majesty. 

QUEEN. Royal ^ ,et, you were once the King s favourite. 
What have you done ? 

POET [with gestures, and beautiful but very, very affected dic- 
tion]. In the hills beyond the sapphire mines lies a great 
forest where the Hght is pale and clear like deep clean water, 
and there are no paths. In the very heart of the forest is a 
wide lakte %vith shallow shores and soft green banks, and 
there my King and I would hunt. 

QUEEN. And can you not tempt him there now ? 
j^,^^OET. If the King entered that forest vrith his mind clouded 
> and troubled he would be gored j to death. He would not 
:: be the hunter but the hunted. 

QUEEN. What savage beasts do you hunt there ? 

POET. No savage beasts, your Majesty. We hunt the 
unicorn. 


BUCKRAM. The umcom ! There is no such 


have offered fifty thousand gold dinars ft>r a unicorn, dead 
or alive. 

POET. Master Buckram, there are no dead unicorns. 
BUCKRAM. Rubbish. 

POET. And a live unicorn caimot be capmred. Master 
Buckram. 

" BUCKRAM. Nonsense. A chain of gold will capture any- 
thing. If the chain is long enough. i.L-.V.v 

POET. Poor Buckram ; the People’s Purveyor. Poor 
people ! 

BUCKRAM. Poor Buckram ! Why, you highbrow fake r- 
you couldn’t draw three people to a free show. 

QUEEN. Enough. This leads us nowhere. Has any mem- 
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ber of the Court a further suggestion to make ? Lord Walrus, 
have you ? 

LORD WALRUS. Damme, Madam, I am the Leader of the 
Arm y. I’m not expected to stand on my head and wHIs3e~ 
through my toes. What we want is a good war. 

CHANCELLOR. That has already been suggested — ^his Majesty 
was not amused. What pleases himself, every man knows. 
Mostly they are the things which have failed to please the 
King. What we need now is a new magician of some sort. 

QtiEEN. And so we come to the commoners. Master 
Buckram ! 

BacKRAM [steppina full centre]. AH these so-called amuse-j^ 
ments of the Court are out of date. Th e Kin g .i5,.moving 
with the times; what he wants is real entertainrnent— I 
~'n ovelty. ~ 

' Qui^. Well ? 

BUCKRAM. I know thc country where they have new jest ers 
an d minstr els. Give me a free hand to bring them in and 
■youllseelus Majesty sit up and take notice in less than five 


QUEEN. You shall have permits. Master Buckram. 

CHANCELLOR. Your Majesty, may I suggest that you impose 
some little penal^_in ^e very .likely event of this fellow’s 
failure to amuse the King. His ears could be croppedT^ay, 
and his tongue removed, and his goods confiscated. That 
would be sufficient, I think. 

QUEEN. Yes, I think that would meet the case. 

BUCKRAM [trying to slide back among commoners]. I refuse 
to . . . to . . . 

QUEEN. Then you arc now liable to the penalties, Master 
Buckram. 

BUCKRAM [fortoard again]. Then 1 insist on bringing over 
some new physicians as well. 
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QUEEN. You may bring one. 

BUCKRAM. And I want an hour - . . 

QUEEN. We shall agree on details, Master Buckram, 
dismiss this Council. 

[The curtain falls—music begins and dies as the story- 
teller appears before the curtain. 

STORY-TELLER. And One e vening in early summer the.^ole 
Court assembled to hear Master Buckram’s wonderful enter- 


tainmenL Exper t watchers gathered rmjinH”lh‘eT?ffi^ to 
BBserve the slightest change in the settled melancholy of the 
royal visage. In accordance with the new routine procedure, 
the Great Hall was bare and all the courtiers were silent and 
still. Not the faintest mark of approval was to be shown 
to the entertainers imtil the King himself made some sign. 
At a fractional deepening of his Majesty’s melancholy a gong 
was to be struck and the entertainer removed. 

SCENE n 


SCENE : The same, the king and queen enthroned. Guards stand 
between the thrones and the archway L. through which the 
performers make their entrances. A Trained Observer R. 
watches the king’s face, notebook in hand, buckram and the 
CHANCELLOR are downstage L. The gouged peformers may 
be removed by door L. to keep up pace of the scene. 

CHANCELLOR [whisper]. Now, Master Buckram. [With 
great meaning] I sincerely hope you do not fail. 

BUCKRAM [steps forward — announces], first we present Crik 
Busb y. In his own country hundreds of thousands of people 
live only for the ^uiid of Jiis goIden_yoice. 

[Enter busby — bows and smiles to everyone — very confi- 
dent — qoons in usual maudlin manner nearly one verse 
of latest song bfore a gong' sounds. 
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KING. Exccurfoncr ! 

DCECUTION'ER [I'cry Jccp hass\. Your Majesty. 

KING. Have diat moaning person strangled. 

[Gtinrds seize aooncr. 
CHANCELLOR [u'hispcr]. Your Majesty, he is a subject of a 
friendly state. 

KING. Oh ! tlien declare war on that state, 

CHANCELLOR [ii'/iispcr]. It is not politic at present, but i 
your Majesty would be interested . . . 

KING. Oh ! never mind. Take him away. 

(He is taken away ; the guards return. 
CHANCELLOR. Will your Majesty hear the otliers ? 

KING. I have no wish eitlier way. 

BUCKRAM [leaping in]. Now we present Huffy and Duffy, 
quick-fire comedians. 

[Enter duffv and then huffy — black-Jaced cojnedituis._ 
HUFFY [deep]. Good evenin’, ^h. Why, cf et ain’t old 
Duffy. Where you bin this long time ? 

DUFFY [light]. Ain’t bm nowhere. Just married. 

HUEFY. Those bad. 

DUFFY. Not so bad. I got mighty fine house. 

HUFFY. Those good. 

DUFFY. Not so good. That house got burned down. 

HUFFY. Those bad. 

DUFFY. Not so bad. Wife got burned down too. 

HUFFY. Those good. 

DUFFY. Yeh. Those good. What you got in this yerc cafe ? 
HUFFY. Ah got everythin’. 

DUFFY. Bring me some tea widout sugar. 

HUFFY. Ain’t got no sugar. 

DUFFY. All right. I’ll take cawfee. 

HUFFY. Right here, suh. 

DUFFY. Hey ! mind my head. 
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HUFFY. Why ? where you goin’ ? 

[Goti£. Guards seize them. 

KING. Are those subjects of a friendly state ? 

CHANCELLOR. Of the Same state, your Majesty. 

KING. How old are those jests ? 

CHANCELLOR. No one can say, your Majesty. Similar jests 
are found in the oldest prehistoric rock. 

KING \sij^hs]. Take them away. 

I They are led away by the guards. 

BUCKRAAI. And now for Bill Poffles and his world-famous 
Swing Swatten, a revelation in rhythm and melody. 

(Enter Jiue swing swatters, playing; before long, a 
gong ; the guards surround them. 

[The KING groans. 

[The Trained Observer motions the swing swatters 
away and the guards remove them. 

BUCKRAM [furious whisper]. That gongster isn’t giving the 
boys a chance. 

CHANCELLOR [whisper]. You might just save one of your 
ears if you have some pleasant music, some guitarists, a fine 
voice, in the old manner, you know. 

BUCKRAM [whisper]. I don’t deal in highbrow stuff. Wait 
a minute. [Announcing] The Won der Tenor of the West in 
one of our own most lovely songs. 

[Enter a beautiful tenor singmg as he comes a sentimental 
ballad — we suggest “ Trees ” very slow ; almost at once 
— several gongs. 

[The 'KStG gives longer and deeper groans. 

[The TENOR is removed. 

BUCKRAM [desperate]. Side-sph’tting_Sidney,__clean__as a 
whistle. ~ 

[Enter side-splitting Sidney whistling bird-song— few 
bars only. 
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5 ins‘i'i. Hiss I trc you fo’.’i' luvcn t ini)ci> 
li'c for a tiirc Mrd. yc::f /‘’'■'d hUrA’j 

! u-a'- yrt-.n' dp'-vn ri’.c *.rrc;t the o;h:r day. and I rurt a nun ; 
I could tfli I'.c ava' a man. f’.t had a tini* tn Ir.a no»c : and h.C 
wid to nte, ’* W’hrfc yon Konf r ' 1 'aid. Whric am 
I ooitir r " *' Yn.’* he vtid. *’ where arc you {toin' 

[Gere 

|7V.' ivea’u imi hr.-.:!u fHi' lA'<. 
jCiia'di fi-i'ac '!nt-'r:nii-.r. sjd.vjv c-J fli'-.j: him cur. 
ciIAN’Ci nor. Guard' ! Sci'c Master Buchram, too. 
tt'CKKAM Tiia Queen's promt'c ! N'y physician i ^ Ho 
Majesty has not hecn properly dtapus'veJ. His Majesty 
must see niv phsmtian. 
r.tvct. Oh ! bh ! very svc!!. 

at.srrctilOK. Would it not he better to let the Estccu- 


r.ucKt'AM. Your Majesty, liexc he is. He has cured thou- 
sands of vour th'.rasc. 

' Ific.vr nt'cKR.\.M s russiciAW. 

iiuckram’s rnvsia.AN. 1 sh.a!i he so honoured to cure your 
Majesty. 

citAS'axtot! [iruim-rs]. If you can. 

DUCftKAsi'.s riiV-srctAS. You .ire the Chancellor, lu i 
Und suftcrim; from strong posver poi ripleX ; Un a so^sa^ 
masochist type, hull r I can also cure you. Chancellor. 
CUANCT-Lion. Fellosv, attend his Majcstyn_^^ 
buckram’s rnYSia.\N. His is an cggH£iH£ 
case of a psvchc . . . 

KiSG. wiiat " . . % 5 ' 

atANcrxLOR. Psydic is a goddess we 1 j.ivc discarded, your 

Majesty’. The cntcruincrs dress up old jests : this physician 

resurrcctS- old t>ods. 

buckram’s wiYSiaAN. There are no old gods to me, my 
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fiiendt. I tell you he has a regressed psyche. He fears death 
and old age. 

CHANCELIOR. Guards ! 

KING. Who does not? I have heard. enough talk. You 
have one minute to declare your cure. 

buckram’s physician. But I moost know your dreams, 
your child-life, and your parents. I moost . . . 

CHANCELLOR. One minute, his Majesty said. 
buckram’s PHYSICIAN. So. You Want magic, huh ? 
CHANCELLOR. You have forty-five seconds. 
buckram’s physician [mutters rapid German]. Ah ! key 
down the back. No, that is for warts . [Mutters] Counting 
sheep. No, that is for foot-and-mouth. 

CHANCELLOR. Fifteen seconds. 
buckram’s physician. I have her. 

CHANCELLOR. YeS ? 

,1 buckram’s physician. So ! His Majesty will be cured by 
j t wearing for seven days der shirt of a gompletely happy man. 
SEVERAL [sensation]. The shirt of a happy man ? 

KING. All in this country are happy except the King. 
CHANCELLOR. We wiU find the happiest, your Majesty. 
KING. Do not disturb me again until he is found. 
CHANCELLOR. The shitt of a happy man. 

[The lights fade^ 

SCENE m 

The Great Hall of Audience, but the thrones are masked or re- 
moved. The CHANCELLOR is seated at an ornate flat desk R. 
covered with scrolls of paper, profile to auditorium. A secre- 
tary faces audience across length of table. A halberdier guards 
door R. 

CHANCELLOR [taking up scroll]. And who compiled this list ? 
SECRETARY. Tie Chief of Police, sir. They arc people he 
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has long had under observation, suspected of being unduly- 
contented. 

CHANCEiiOR. I suspect you of undue zeal. We shall have 
no use for these lists. Bum them. The Select Committee 
■will find the happy man. And this list [iiKiiiess] I suspect 
is a complete catalogue of your relations. 

[Door L. opens. 

MAID [enters and stands bowing, top stage from door]. Her 
Majesty the Queen. 

[The QUEEN sweeps in. 

CHANCELEOR Your Majesty’s most devoted and 

humble . . . 

QUEEN. Quite. Have you yet selected the happiest man ? 

CHANCELLOR. We are anxious, of course, to give the honour 
to a member of the Court. 

QUEEN. Yourself, Chancellor ? 

CHANCELLOR. Alas, youT Majesty, the cares of state weigh 
so heavily on me. 

QUEEN. Quite. Well, what has been done so far ? 

CHANCELLOR. IF you will be pleased to listen to the metn- 
bers of the Select Committee. 

QUEEN. I suppose if I hadn’t taken some part in this matter 
you would still be wranghng over precedents. 

CHANCELLOR. Everything is now proceeding with the 
utmost dispatch. I am myself surprised at the progress made, 
although I regret your royal passion for — er — let me see 
now — er . . 

QUEEN. Getting a move on is what I said. And what 
exactly has been done ? 

CHANCELLOR. You v/iU sce, your Majesty. [Indicating door 
L.\ We have succeeded in forming a representative Selea 
Committee charged with finding the happiest man in the 
kingdom. I am expecting a report to-day. 
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QUEEN. Good. And how many have been examined ? 

CHANCELLOR. I cannot give the exaa figures, but I will 
summon the President. Guard ! 

GUARD. Sir. 

[As he speaks the door R.Jlies open. A aowd oj nobles 
enter fighting with much clatter and shouting, sweeping 
aside the guard ; the leaders suddenly see the queen ; 
they stand confused, but salute with swords ; men continue 
to enter fighting. 

CHANCELLOR. My lords, put up your swords, the Queen 
is present. 

QUEEN, k fighting not forbidden within the Palace ? 

CHANCELLOR. It is, but 

QUEEN. Are these gentlemen the members of the Selea 
Committee ? 

CHANCELLOR. Yes, your Majesty. 

QUEEN. Perhaps the President will tell me what progress 
has been made. How many happy men have you examined ? 

PRESIDENT [a venerable beard, but sticking-plaster on face, as 
have many others of the Committee]. None as yet, your Majesty. 

QUEEN. Why not ? 

PRESIDENT. W e were arriv ing at,a definition of the word 
‘•'happy.” 

QUEEN. I see. And precisely at what stage arc you 
now ? 

PRESIDENT. At present we have forty-three difiering defi- 
nitions — am sorry — fo^-two. My Lord Unat has since 
died of his wounds. 

QUEEN. And having arrived at your definition, where do 
you expect to find your happy man ? 

PRESIDENT. O h ! at Court, of coxurse. 

QUEEN. It seems to me the least likely place. 

PRESIDENT. But where else could a man be happy ? 
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QUEEN. Well, my lords, leave us — ^pursue your search J 
according to yo ur ancien t rites and usages. 

~~ |£vit Select Committee R^oimii£~aUd baching out ; the 
QUEEN watches them. 

QUEEN. Now, Chancellor, [siVs at desk] let me see the 
lists. 

CHANCELLOR. Your Majesty. There are, of course, many 
claimants. We have already sent first for those who do not 
wish to be examined. My secretary 

QUEEN list]. We will commence with the great 

merchant princes. 

CHANCELLOR. Herald ! 

QUEEN. Never mind the herald. [To secretary] You ! 

CHANCELLOR [jlustered]. At once. 

[E.v)t secretary. 

QUEEN [scanning list]. One milBon. . . . Two and a half 
million . . . hmmm. They have every reason to be happy. 
Guard ! 

GUARD. Your Majesty. 

QUEEN. Take post there. 

[Points to archway, which still depends on stage for its 
light; guard moves through and left, so that only his 
halberd can be seen. .• w‘».<vj>-tTvw t a— 

QUEEN. Ah ! [A fat man appears in archway.] You look 
fat and contented enough. Are you happy ? 

MERCHANT I. I am uot altogether miserable, your Majesty. 

I have received certain — er~substantial rewards for serving 
my country, but you must know that trading is a very 
anxious life. If you could only see your way to recommend ^ 
an increase in the tax on foreign egg-whisks . . . 

QUEEN. That will do. Take hun away. 

[The guard’s hand is seen pulling him L. 

[An exactly similar fat man appears. The stage lights 
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begin to dim and quiet music is heard. Only the head 
and shoulders of the witnesses are seen from now on in 
a bluish light — this dims a little as each disappears and 
comes up for the next. 

QUEEN. You have seven country estates. Are you 
happy ? 

MERCHANT 2. I have, as you say, seven country estates, but 
Sir Rollo has nine, and, until trade improves, I see no 
prospect of acquiring . . . 

[He is pulled L. 

MERCHANT 3. I havc no child to succeed to my business 
and my lands, your Majesty. Had I a son . . . 

[He is pulled L. 

MERCHANT 4. Indigestion, your Majesty. I suffer in the 
most appalling manner. 

[He is pulled L. 

QUEEN. Well, Chancellor, it seems that no very rich man 
is happy. At least he will not admit it. We will continue 
with our lists. 

[0«/y the faces are seen in the archway as they speak and 
disappear. 

VOICE I [high tenor]. It is sinful to be happy. 

VOICE 2 [low and slow]. I was happy once, for nine days in 
the valley of Panyo. 

VOICE 3 [quick-accented]. To be happy is to be hke a cow 
chewing placidly in the wet grass. 

VOICE 4 [nervous]. Well, I — er — ^you see, — ^for myself— er 
— I have nothing to grumble at, I suppose, but — er — ^my 
wife . . . 

VOICE 5 [rapidly]. My daughters . . . 

VOICE 6 [deep-slow]. My son . . . 

VOICE 7 [contrast 4]. You don’t know my wtfe. She takes 
good care I’m not happy. 
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VOICE S [between closed teeth]. Yes. I am happy. Happy 
to hate with every atom of my soul the very sound of die 
name of one man. 

VOICE 9. If my wealth w’erc just one quarter, no, one-third 
as much again . . . 

VOICE 10. I lie awatc in my bed, and at a thought die 
blood leaves my heart, and my veins are filled with fire 
which is instandy ice. My stomach cords and knots w’hen 
I remember ten diousand possible dangers where I most love. 
While I stand here, somediing, something may shatter die 
peace I have built around her. Let me go. 

VOICE II [placidly]. Well, Tm not exaedy absolutely happy, 
you know, and I’m not unhappy. I’m just sort of— you 
know . . . 

VOICE 12. No man can be both intelligent and happy in 
die world as it is to-day. 

VOICE 13. What kind of man would be happy as I am, 
firiendless . . . 

[The light fades completely. 

VOICE 14. ... childless . . . 

[chorus moans. 

VOICE 15. ... toothless — 

[chorus moans. 

VOICE 16. ... landless 

[chorus moans. 

VOICE 17. ... hairless . . . 

[chorus moans. 

[Lights come tip as the moans die away. 

CHANCELLOR. Your Majesty, the two hundred and fifty- 
seventh list — even more assorted, as you commanded. 

QUEEN. And most of them will claim to be happy. 

CHANCELLOR. Undl you ask questions. 

QUEEN. And then envy, malice, hatred, and jealousy will 
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come creeping out, and we shall hear of hidden barbs of 
memory, and fear, and love distorted. 

CHANCELLOR. Must you aslc so many questions, your 
Majesty ? 

QUEEN. There must be a happy man somewhere in the 
kingdom. If there is one, then I shall find him ... I hope. 
I shall not examine the petty traders ; they are discontented 
by profession. Nor the peasants. If they were happy and 
contented, we should have no Merchant Princes to examine. 
Since the Capital is so uniformly discontented, we shall carry 
the search to other great towns and cities, and the coimtry 
between. 

CHANCELLOR. You wiU not expect me to leave the Court ? 

QUEEN. No. You will remain here. I shall take with me 
the Poet, the Lieutenant of the Guard, and one or two other 
oddments, together with a small army. 

[The curtain falls and the story-teller appears bejore it. 

STORY-TELLER. And SO the Queen journeyed far out over 
the kingdom and nothing was heard of her for a long time. 
Meanwhile, the Select Committee continued its search for 
a definition of the word “ happy.” until only two opinions 
were left : those who thought happiness was a state of mind 
— they were known as the “ Brains party, and those who 
thought happiness a matter of health and fimess — ^known as 
“ Brawns ” ; and as each of these opinions attracted equally 
powerful support, the Select Committee adjourned ... to 
give each side time to prepare new arguments, such as bow- 
men, cavalry, pikemen, elephants, etc. . . . And, as those 
were honourable days, a pitched battle was fixed for the 
following Wednesday at three o’clock in the afternoon on 
the plain immediately outside the city gate called Charity. 
The city wall, you may be sure, was crowded with those 
unfortunate citizens who had not the privilege of bearing 
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arms. Those who could not get a place on the wall hired 
a trained observer to report the scene. . . . 

[r/;e babble of great croiads is heard. Voices call, “ Pipe 
to four on Bratim,” “ I’ll take even money on Brains.” 
Two Commentators appear before the airtain with a 
microphone. They look off stage R. The sound of the 
crowd dies slightly. Throughout the battle the sound of 
the crowd rises and falls. Battle sounds can be heard; 
occasionally a cock crows ; a baby cries ; birds twitter ; 
hut the crowd follows the fighting very closely. 

HRST COMMENTATOR [sound effects may be added according to 
taste). Well, it’s a wonderful sight. I wish you were aU up 
here. There’s a line of poplars just on the horizon looking 
very greenly transparent in the brilliant sunshine ; there’s a 
little dust just hanging over the battlefield, not enough to 
bother m, I don’t think ; and the moimtains, the mountains 
are looking very blue and dear over the sort of rim of the 
sort of saucer-shaped batde — er— er — pitch. I can distinguish 
the banners of the knights who are on the Brains’ side, led 
by Earl Horace, a Vache wavy-bendy ; the Brains are, of 
course — ^but you all know whidi side is which . . . Hullo 
. . . something’s happening. . . . No . . . it’s all right ; a fine 
black charger of the Brawns has probably recognized a stable 
companion on the other side, and he’s off to Join him. It’s 
a lovely day. The bowmen are lying on the grass ; they’re 
all dressed in green, of course. [Roar of cheers^ What 
you’ve just heard is the crowd cheering a kmght of the 
Brains who has caught the straying charger and very sport- 
ingly sent it back . . . These little acts of gallantry, of course, 
all go to make a grand show ; the crowd love ’em, of comsc. 

. . . HuUo, now something’s happening. They’re getting 
ready ; ladders are being placed against the horses, and die 
knights are climbing into the saddle ; the bowmen have 
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stopped their practical jokes, and are gettin’ into some sort 
of line . . . banners and pennants are being unfurled, and 
they really do make a magnificent show with all the bright 
colours and . . . er . . . things. Now both sides are drawn 
up, both using very simple line-formation, pikes in centre 
with pikes advanced, knights in fnll armour on each side, 
and bowmen on each flank. It’s a lovely day, and I think 
we’re goin’ to have a first-class show. It reminds me of the 
day . . . hullo, the champion of each side is riding out. 

[Distant fanfare . . . crowd roar. 
The heralds are sounding for the other side to yield. No one 
takes any notice of that, of course ... the champions are 
only a few yards apart now . . . Brains’ Champion — ^I can’t 
distinguish his bearings from this angle — is using a good long 
battle-axe, made by Smith & Sons, and Brawns’ Champion 
-—bearings two croissants rassis at main chief one rond de beurie 
point dexter — he’s swinging a very useful-looking spiked 
mace] They’re off. Brain leads off with a very vicious 
half-cut, Brawn parries, and swings up, and just misses. 
Brawn backs away and now they’re sparring for an opening, 
both looking very fit and keen. Brain looks the heavier 
man, about ten pounds, I should say, don’t you think . . . 

SECOND COMMENTATOR. Yes, about ten pounds. 

FIRST COMMENTATOR. About ten pounds . . . now they’ve 
got nose to nose. Brawn giving short powerful swings which 
Brain manages to catch on his shield. He doesn’t bother 
about coimtering. I imagine he’s waiting for his man to 
tire . . . Oh ! beautiful. Nice work — ^he’s down. [Roar of 
crowd.] Yes, Brain suddenly rode forward and turned with 
terrific suddenness, and caught Brawn a full crash across the 
^ hauberk ; lovely stroke and very pretty to watch. Brawn’s 
'on the ground, of course, and that’s the signal for the fun 
to commence. Both sides arc shooting now as fast as they 
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can go ; the knights are standing steady, of course, but some 
of the bowmen are down. Brawns’ army looks as though 
it’s going to charge ; they’re moving forward, and Brains 
ate retiring, yes, but they’re retiring back to rising ground 
. . . that'll be an advantage later, of course . . . Nothing 
very much happening now, . . . Brains are leaving quite a 
lot of dead and wounded behind as diey retire, and some of 
the wounded are crawling and staggering away from the 
field. It’s a lovely day ; the sun is picking out white flames 
of steel, and a httle tvind is blowing, just sufficient to keep 
crests and banners waving. Now Brawns have halted, 
leathers are being tightened, and vizors s napped down ready 
for tire charge. They’ve got a pretty stiff job on ... up 
rising ground. Brains have got a lot of pikeroen, left, mov- 
ing out to receive the charge. It might come off, of courec. 
Well, We shall know in a few minutes . . . here they . . . 
Hullo, what’s this . . . somethmg very odd . . . very odd 
indeed . . . both sides staring away up the old caravan track 
towards the mountains ... I can’t see . . . oh, yes, a large 
cloud of dust . . . looks like another army . . . diis is very 
odd . . . dust is sort of drifting this way now . . . there's a 
herald in front of the dust, distaffrumgaul . . . why, it’s the 
Queen’s herald. Well, that looks like the finish. It’s very 
disappointing, of course, but with the Queen on the field, 
the battle’s off. It is the Queen. Knights on both sides 
are spurring out to meet her, and here’s the Chancellor. 
It’s a lovely sight, the sun is bringing out patches of colour, 
not on tlie Queen’s army — they’re white with dust — grey, 

I should say. 

SECONn COMMENTATOR. Look out, here’s the police ! 

jRveiuif fast. 
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SCENE IV 

Curtain rises on street drop. A crowd lines the back, cheering 
slightly, all except the beggar, L. C., who sits cross-legged, 
singing. 

Enter the queen, attended, R. 

Enter chancellor, attended, L. Halts, bows, just short of 

BEGGAR. 

CHANCELLOR. Welcome, your Majesty. We hadn’t ex- 
pected you so soon. And — er — have you found a happy 
man? 

QUEEN . No . Has your Select Committee found one ? 
CHANCELLOR. They were to have concluded the first stage 
of die enquiry this afternoon. 

QUEEN. I have had enough of this pecuHar country. I 
shall return to my own to-morrow. And tell the Captain 
of the Guard to keep the people back a Httle. 

GUARD. Get back there. 

CROWD. Hurrah ! 

GUARD. Get back, you. 

[Offers to strike — ^beggar ignores him. 
QUEEN. Just 3 moment. What is that man ? 

CHANCELLOR. A dirty beggar, your Majesty. 

QUEEN. Bring him here. 

CHANCELLOR. Capt ain, detail one of our men. . . . 

QUEEN. Come here, you ! 
beggar. Me? 

QUEEN. Yes, you. Come here. Are you a rich beggar ? 
BEGGAR. I haven’t a stiver, vour Majesty. 

QUEEN. Are you singing lor gold r o 

BEGGAR. Tm singing because I like to sing. As for gold, 

I had a htde once, and it made me miserable, so I threw it 
away. 
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QUEEN. And now you are happy. 

BEGGAR. Perfecdy, your Majesty. 

QUEEN. And you want nothing ? 

BEGGAR. What I want is so litde that it comes without 
even a wish. 

QUEEN. I think you arc probably an extremely smpid man. 

BEGGAR. No one’s thou ghts or opim'ons distress me, your 
Majesty. 

QUEEN. Have you friends, relations, a wife, children, any 
you love or hate ? 

BEGGAR. Nonj^jyour Majesty. 

QUEEN. You are, in fact, completely selfish. 

BEGGAR. As your Majesty pleases. 

QUEEN. Huh. Well, I’m going to take you to Court. 

BEGGAR. I would rather return to my seat by the gate, 
your Majesty. 

QUEEN. So . . .j'ott ... are ... a .. . happy man ? 

BEGGAR. Yes, your Majesty, I suppose! am. ' ~ 

QUEEN. Take him straight to the King. 

CHANCELLOR. Herald. [Pause.] Herald. 

[herald rushes on. 

CHANCELLOR. Take this man to the Palace. 

herald. Come here, fellow. 

CHANCELLOR [threatctiiiig]. Herald. You will treat him 
with the utmost consideration, but let no one speak to him. 
He is the only happ)’ man in the kingdom. 

[The crowd cheers. 

[Quick airtoin, and the story-teller appears immediately. 

STORY-TELLER. And SO at last the Happy Man was found 
and there only remained the ceremony — for everything in 
this land had its ceremony — of investing dre King wtith the 
Happy Man’s shirt Even the Select Committee attended 
and cvcrj’one was grave and silent, for no one dare laugh 



234 


TEN SELECTED ONE-ACT PLAYS 


until the King laughe d, whic h he ,had_not_,dqne./or, more 
t han a year. 


SCENE V 

• The curtain rises on the Great Hall oj Audience in full assembly. 

CHANCELLOR. Will your Majesty now receive the Happy 
Man ? 

KING. Oh ! very well. 

[The CHANCELLOR signs to the herald who signs to the 
Guard at door, who turns and signs off. Enter the 
BEGGAR, very reluctantly. 

KING. So you are a happy man ? 

BEGGAR. As happy as a man can be, your Majesty. 

KING. And you are to cure my terrible melancholy. 

BEGGAR. How Can I do that, your Majesty ? 

KING. Oh, it’s very simple. I have to wear.youiLshirt-.for- 
seve n days . .. _..ugh . . . You will be instructed in the proper 
ceremonies. 

BEGGAR. But, your Majesty ! 

KING. Well ? 

BEGGAR. You„can’t.wear my shirt. 

^CTANCELLOR. Hold your tongue, man. Why not ? 

BEGGAR. I — I have no shirt, [Pulls back his jerkin . 

KING. You . . . have ... no - . . shirt . . . [a rusty sort oj 
'oali \ ... he has . . . [croak a little nearer a laugh] ... no 
shirt . . . [practically a laugh] the only happy man and he . . . 
has . . . [short laugh]. [Queen laughs j . . . he . . . has no 
shirt . . . 

[Roaring with laughter, the whole Court Joining- 
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SCENE I 

The Guest Room^ in the Hospice of St Bernard in the year 1818 : 
a room barely furnished with a few wooden chairs and a table ; 
window at back. Entrance up R. and another down L. A 
summer evening, not late. 

Curtain rises to discover brother ceement seated L. C. at table 
r eading a large book and bro ther Uksm'n s tanding by an 
bi d piano (or spinet) that stands against R. wall, brother 
MARTIN is tightening the strings of the instru ment w hile 
BROTHER CLEMENT rea ds alotid to himself . _ 
brother'clementT" ... In die lives of the Andent Fathers 
is told ,a certain tale ... I will not say that others full as 
fair may not be heard, but I say that this is not to be so 
scorned but it is worth narrating. I will therefore tell you 
and relate what befell a certain minstrel . . .” 

[brother martin, having mended a wire, now attacks 
the key-board with gusto, playing one note several times 
over as a piano-tuner does, brother clement looks 
up in annoyance but decides to control himself andf 
continues his reading. 

brother clement. “ . . . He wandered so far to and fro 
over so many a plot and place diat he grew a-wearv of tlip 
world and gav gjiimself-up^tp^ a Holy Order . Horses and 
robes and money and whatsoever he had he straight sur- 
rendered to it, and clean dismissed himself from the world, 
resolving never again to set feet in it.” 

^ Applications regarding amateur performances of this play should 
be addressed to Messrs Curtis Brown Ltd., 6 Henrietta Street, Covept 
Garden, London, W.C.z. 
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[brother martin now repeats his performance on the 
notes and brother clement is driven to protest. 

BROTHER CLEMENT {mildly]. Must you do that, Brother 
Martin ? 

BROTHER MARTIN [pausing]. Must I do what ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Must you make that noise on that 
instrument ? 

BROTHER MARTIN. But I am tuning it. How can one time 
a piano without testing the notes ? TeU me that if you can. 
Brother Clement 

BROTHER CLEMENT [testily]. It is not my business to tell 
you, neither could I if it were. It is my business to read 
this legend. 

BROTHER MARTIN. Then read. I do not wish to prevent 
you. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. But you are preventing me. You 
know quite well reading does not easily come to me by 
natmc. How am I to concentrate, with those sounds you 
are making to distract my attention ? 

BROTHER MARTIN. I will play more softly. 

[He just touches the notes faintly and brother clement 
starts reading again. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. “ . . . Wherefore he entered that Holy 
Order as folks say in Clairvaux ; he whose life. had_all_been 
spent in tumbling and le aping and..dancing . . .” 

[But BROTHER martin’s enthusiasm gets the better of him 
once more and he starts again hammering out the notes. 

BROTHER clement [leaping to his feet]. It is no good. I 
cannot go on. 

BROTHER MARTIN [paiitmt]. I am sorry. The notes — they 
excite me 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Why cannot you leave that thing 
alone ? Nobody uses it. 
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BROTHER MARTIN. Alas — that is true. But there is sQme- 
body here who might use it to-night. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Somebody ? Who ? 

BROTHER MARTIN, The new gi^st. I am going to ask him 
to play, to us. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Why ? 

BROTHER MARTIN. Why ? Because of the treat it would 
be. Direcd y I op ened Ae dqor^m_him_I_said to myself 
“ There is music in lhat face. ” — Do you not think I Xtn 
right? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. How should I kuow ? I have not Seen 
him yet. 

BROTHER MARTIN. Of couTse. I forgot. He is being 
shown round the monastery by Father Ambrose. But 
presently he will come in here for his evening meal and 
then you will see him 

BROTHER CLEMENT. W hat IS h e Uke ? _ ... 1 ] 

BROTHER MARTIN. He is a sm^ man of mean siatiir^yet 
t here is som ething in his eyes — something strange and com- 
^ejlilmg. ang'jbg^r^]^ cfcuagA you. He 

I^es animals too, so you should get on with him. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. How do you loiow he likes animals ? 

BROTHER martin. He told me as much when he was asking 
about our St Bernard dog s. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. So he Wanted to see the dogs, did he ? 

BROTHER MARTIN. Yes, he made a point of that. Said he 
had heard all about them 

BROTHER CLEMENT [re^retjully]. Too bad. Now Brother 
Joseph will have the pleasure of showing them to him, and 
I should so much have enjoyed it. Instead of which I must 
stay indoors over this miserable legend 

BROTHER martin. Only think — he told me he kept a lion ! 

BROTHER CLEMENT A what ? 
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BROTHER MARTIN. A UoD. 
Kept it in his house, he said 


I am almost sure he said a lion. 




BROTHER CLEMENT. Then either he prevaricates or else he 


is mad. 

BROTHER MARTIN. I do not think he is mad, and I am quite 
sure he is musicaL One can generally tell. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. I believe that is the first thing you think 
of when you open the door to a stranger — Can he play ? 
Can he sing ? 

BROTHER MARTIN, What of it ? There is no harm in that. 
The good God does not regard us as sinners if we like a 
merry tune — or a sad one either. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. I am not SO Sure of that. To care for 
anything so much as you care for music does not go to the 
making of a good religious 

BROTHER MARTIN. Then it may be I am not a good religious. 
If so it cannot he helped. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. You ilould pray to God 

BROTHER MARTIN. What for ? To make me hate music r 
Not I. That would he a sin, for it would he going against 
my nature. 

BROTHER CLE.MENT, All the Same 

BROTHER MARTIN [uiterrupthig]. Do you pray to God to 
cure you of your love for animals ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT [rising]. That is different. Animals are 
God’s creatures. Besides, they are of service to man. 

BROTHER MARTIN [groiimg heated]. And is music, then, not 
of service to man? Music that — ^music — [he splut ters and 
grows inarticidate] — Oh, you are hopeless. Brother Clement. 

I will talk with you no longer lest I lose my temper. 

[Croises to exit L. 

BROTHER cle;.ient. You have done that already 

[brother alartin goes out L. 



MONKS AND A MUMMER 241 

[brother clement resumes his seat at table and begins 
once more to read. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. “ . . . How to trip and Sing this minstrel 
understood but naught beside, for he had conned no other 
>rlesson, nor pater nosfA , nor chant, nor creao, nor ave’nor 
aught that might make for his salvation-—^’ 

[Knoch on door R. 

BROTHER CLEMENT [looking Up]. Who is that ? 

[kean enters : a man in the thirties, s lightly bui lt, short 
in stature, dark, and with a vividly expressive face. Is 
dressed for travelling. 

KEAN [at door]. I hope I do not intrude ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT [rising]. Enter, monsieu r 

KEAN m]. I was told this was the way to the Guest 

Room r 

BROTHER CLEMENT. That is quite correct, monsieur. It is 
here we receive all wayfarers and travellers. Father Ambrose 
is our Master of the Guests — but I think you have seen him 
already ? 

KEAN. Yes, he has been showing me over your monastery, 
but he was summoned by your Father Superior, so I told 
him I would find my own way. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. You havc cOme from far, monsieur ? 

KEAN. From Geneva. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Can I not ofier you some refreshment ? 
A glass perhaps of our home-made wine ? You must be 
tired after so long a journey. 

[Goes towards cupboard tvhich he opens and selects a bottle. 

KEAN [seating himself by table]. I am stiff raAi^r than tired. 
Ever since daybreak have I been sitting coop ed dp in that 
cursed carriage while we climbed — Heavens, how we climbed 
— began to pity the jioor mules 

BROTHER CLEMENT [taking gloss from aipboard, polishing it 

Q 
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with a cloth, and placing it on tray as he talks]. What would 
monsieur have ? There is only one other mountain in 
the world so high as this one, that is known to he in- 
habited. 

KEAN. Indeed ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT \dr awing cork of bottle]. Monsieur is 
surprised ? 

KEAN. More interested than surprised. And do you 
actually Uve here all the year round ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Yes, monsicur, I have Hved here ever 
since I was a youth of sixteen. We have to come here 
young to get ^climatized to the winter months. It is very 
cold here in the winter. 

KEAN. I beheve you, and dreary too — utterly desolate, is 
it not ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. We do not find it so. We have too 
much to do. [Hands tray with wine on it to kean. 

KBAN [taking glass]. Thanks. I drink to your 

very good health. Brother . . . ? [Looks questioningly at him. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. I am Brother Clement, monsieur. 

KEAN [putting down glass, having drunk]. I hope I did not 
disturb you. Brother Clement, at your studies. You were 
reading, were you not, when I came in ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Yes, monsieur. I was_r^(^g a legend 

written by the Holy Fathers of Clairvaux 

[Indicates book on table. 

KEAN. That looks to be a very old book. 

BROTHER CLEMENT.. It is old, monsieur, yes — very old 

KEAN. You are fond of reading ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. No, monsieur, I caimot say that I am. 
’Books mean little to me. I hke better to be out of doors 
— hdang 'Gl the garden or tending the beasts. But I am 
appointed to read this evening in the refectory during our 
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evening meal, and as I did not want to make too many 
mistakes 

KEAN. I s ee. You are h aving a reheats^ ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Pardon f~ 

KEAN. You were tiying it over, were you not ? Getting 
used to the sound of your own voice ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Exactly, monsieur, and to some of the 
big words that I do not find too easy . . , 

of dogs barking in the distance ; his worried look 
changes to an expression of delight as he looks up and 
exclaims. 

KEAN. What is that ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. It is the dogs, monsieuT { 

[Rises and goes towards window, 

KEAN [joining him]. Aha — the famous St Bernard dogs ! 

BROTHER CLE.MENT. Brother Joseph is bringing them back 
from their exercise. Usually they are my charge, and indeed 
they follow me better than any of the other Brethren, for I 
have trained them ever since they W'ere puppies. 

KEAN. Indeed? Then you are doing an excellent work 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Work ? It is DO Work. For me that 
is work [indicates hook] and the dogs — they are play. 

KEAN. AH the world has heard of these clever beasts of 
yours and the wonderful feats they have performed in saving 
human hfe. I hope I shall have the privilege of seeing 
them ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT [ca^crl}’]- Of coluse, monsieur. I will 
show them to you m'>'self, later on, when they have been 
fed and k ennelle d. See — here they come — [Barking draws 
nearer.} Look, monsieur, that is Barry, that big one there 
with the medal on his collar " /i 

KEAN (/ootin^J. Barry, eh ? Is that his name ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. But of course ! You have not heard 
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of our famous dog Barry ? Most of our visitors ask especially 
to see him ! 

KEAN [amused and touched]. I am a&aid 1 am but a raw 
traveller. This is my first trip abroad. Tell me about 
Barry ? He looks a fine dog. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. He is old — our veteran. But he is a 
hero ; you would hardly believe the number of lives he has 
saved. In the great blizzard that we had here five years ago 
we tried to prevent him from going out, thinking he was 
past his work. But somehow he escaped, and next morning 
in he came, carrying a Jialf-dead boy. He must have found 
him somewhere between the Bridge of Drouaz and the Ice- 
house of Balsora, though how he got him on to his back 
none of us ever knew 

KEAN. Brave fellow — ^noble fellow 

[Enter another monk carrying a dog whip. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Here comes Brother Joseph. 

BROTHER JOSEPH. Good evening, monsieur. Pardon — I was 
not aware we had a visitor. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Monsieur has just arrived from Geneva, 
and he is very fond of dogs. 

KEAN. I have just been admiring your charges 

BROTHER JOSEPH. Mousicur is perhaps English ? 

KEAN, what makes you think so ? 

BROTHER JOSEPH. All the English seem fond of dogs 

BROTHER CLEMENT [as if Suddenly remembering something]. 
By the way — ^is it true — ^Brother Martin told me — and yet 
I can hardly bdieve it 

KEAN. Believe what ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. He Said you kept a Hon. 

BROTHER JOSEPH. Afion ? [Stares at kean. 

KEAN. Quite true, I do keep a lion. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Not — ^in youT home — ia your house ? 
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KEAN. Why noc ? He is an excellent pet. Besides, a lion 
is the emblem of England, my native land. I only widi 
I could keep a nnicom as welL 

BROTHER JOSEPH [tickled]. Monsjeuf puts me in^iind of the 
En glish milord that stayed tKenight herelast su mmer; 

BROTHER CLEMENT. He did not have a lion. 

Lj BROTHER JOSEPH. No, but he had a monkey, a couple of 
hedge-hogs, and three c^ ! 

SrotuSTcleaient [Ifliig/ii/ij]. Yes and a parrot t oo ! 

KEAN [amifsed]. By the gods — ^Byron ! It could be no 
one else ! 

BROTHER JOSEPH. Pardon, monsieur ? 

KEAN. Lord Byron — was that not his name ? 

BROTHER JOSEPH. I Cannot recollect. He was on h is-way. 

I think, to Venice. Monsieur perhaps knows of him ? 

KEAN. It would be strange if I did not He is the mos t 
notorious man in Europe. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Oh ? And what has he done to be so 
Famous ? 

KEAN. Er — ^well, for one thing he has written a lot of 
poetry. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Poetry ? 

[Enter father Ambrose up R. 

FATHER AMBROSE. Forgive my delay, monsieur. I hope 
my good Brethren here have been entertaining you in my 
absence. 

KEAN. Indeed, yes, thank you. Father Ambrose. 

BROTEEER CLEMENT. Only think. Reverend Fatber-^tbe 
FncrIi'sVi milor d who_ stayed with _us^ last summer — ^you 
remember ? 

FATHER AMBROSE The one who arrived with so many 
strange creatures ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Ycs — ^hc writes poctry ! 
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KEAN. But you will only remember him for his tame 
.’'menagerie. [Ironically anms^] Poor Byron — the Pilg rim o f 
Eternity ! ~ 

[Dogs bark outside. 

BROTHER JOSEEH. The dogs are hungry. I must go and 
attend to them. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. I will come with you. They always 
like it best when Brother Clement brings them their 
supper. 

[The two MONKS go off together up R. after first bowing 
to FATHER AMBROSE. 

FATHER AMBROSE [thinking]. Byro n. [To kean] You said 
Byron, did you not ? [kean indicates assent.] I think I re- 
member that name. [Goes to drawer in table, takes out note- 
bpokJrotn_whichJie. extracts a sheet, of paper.] He_wrat£_this 
and left i t as a menmi^ of his v isjt. You might perhaps 
Iikc_tp_tead-it [Hands paper to kean. 

KEAN [reading], . . . above me are the Alps, 

The palaces of Nature, whose vast walls 

Have pinnacled in clouds their snowy sralps, 

And throned Eternity in icy halls 


Of cold sublimity, where form^^md falls 
The a yaiant^ e-^tiie thunSe^oli'of snow ! 

All that expands rhe spint, yet appals. 

Gathers around these summits as to show 

How Earth may pierce to Heaven yet leave 
vain man below. 

. FATHER AMBROSE \ajter flight pame]. You see, he has signed 
it — Byron 

kean. So I see. One da y th is._p.ie.c.e.j3f pape r wi ll be a 
coUector’s jreasure 

FATHER AMBROSE. The truth IS, we are so far removed here 
from the haunts of humanity chat names and reputations 
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niwn very little to us.,. We arc what you would call 
extremely ignorant men. 

KEAN [with assiimci} casttahiess], Evc^icard the name of 
Edmu nd Kean ? 

FATHER AMBROSE. Nevcr, monsicur, though from the tone 
of your voice I should imagine he too must be a celebrity. 

KEAN. ^js-thcadoLof London. 

FATHER AMBROSE. Also a pOCt ? 

KEAN. No. But he is tlic poet’s very good friend. 

FATHER AMBROSE. And a friend of yours, 1 think, too, 
monsicur. No ? 

KEAN. Hm. I should prefer to call him my enemy. Yet 
I am sorry for the poor wretch. 

'~FA'raER AMBROSE. He IS u^ iappy ? 

KEAN. He is haunted? 

FATHER AMBROSE. By what IS hc haunted ? 

KEAN. By ghosts of the past : sp ectres o f the future. He 
is beginning to detest his profession. 

FATHER AMBROSE. What is his profession ? 

KEAN. He is an act or. 

FATHER AMBROSE. Ah ? 

KEAN. Imagine to yourself a man possessed. b,y_a.dcmon— 
a demon tltat will not let him rest — the urge to express him- 
sc^. For years he is neglected — sta rvin g — hopeless — striving 
against the most terrible odds. Suddenly something happens 
— sometlung stupendous. As by a miracle his life is chmged 
— changed more m a few months than most men’s Dyes can 
alter in a period of years. HcJ^rich ; he is sought after. 
Fortune hands liim her cup with a smile ; he drinks the 
sweet potion of gratified ambition, oiJy to find there is 
death in the pot- 

FATHER AMBROSE. That is a familiar story. 

EiAN. Possibly. But that is small comfort to him. 
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FATHER AMBROSE. You m ean — do you not— to y our self, 
my son ? _ ^ 

KEAN. Aha ! So my simple rus e has been deteaed ? 
FATHER AMBROSE. It is a well-wom ruse. So many men 
use it when they wish to make a confidence. Perha ps you 
will find peace, my son, now you h ave come to visit our 
monastery ,. It has happened like that many times before. 
KEAN. I foutit will not happen to me. I am as one who .,.,. . 

. . . grown ag ed in this world o f woe 
In deeds, not years, piercing the^epths of life. 

So that no wonder waits him ; nor below 
Can love or sorrow, fame, ambition, strife. 

Cut to his heart again with the keen knife 
Of silent, sharp endurance ; he can tell 
Why thoughts seek refuge in lone caves, yet 
With airy images, and shapes which dwell 
Still unimpaired, though old, in the soul’s haunted cell. 
’Tis to create, and in creating live 
A being more intense, diat we endow 
With forms our fancy, gaining as we give 
The life we image, even as I do now. 

What am I ? Nothing — 

[He breaks off abruptly. 
Pah ! I weary you. Father. Like Hamlet I impack my 
heart with words. 

FATHER AMBROSE. They are bitter words, my son. 

KEAN. Th ey are BvironTwords. His^fate resembl es mi ne. 
Bot h of us achieved fame overnight. B uflieldicr not, as I 
did, have to wade through blood and tears before achieving 
his kingHom7~ ' 

[A knock on door up R. 

FATHER AMBROSE. Come Ul. 

[Door opens to reveal brother martin. 
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BROTHER MARTIN. By youT leave, Reverend Father, the 
Father Superior requests your presence 

FATHER AMBROSE towards door]. Thanks, Brother 

Martin, I -will come. 

BROTHER MARTIN. The visitor’s dinner is prepared. Shall 
I bring it in now. Reverend Father ? 

FATHER AMBROSE. YeS. . . . [BROTHER MARTIN exit and 
FATHER AMBROSE tums to kean] After your meal, monsieur, 

I shall hope for another chat. Meanwhile — ^peace be with 
you. [kean bows, father Ambrose goes off R. 

[kean, lejt alone, goes towards table and idly tums oner 
leaves of book. Something arrests his attention and he 
begins to read. Enter brother clement L. 

BROTHER clement. Excusc me, monsieur — [going to table] 
The book [about to take it up]. 

KEAN. Yes ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. I have to take it to the refectory in 
readiness for supper. Perhaps later, if you are interested, 
you may care to look at it again ? 

KEAN [pointing to page with marker in it]. What is this Legend 
all about ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. It is called My Lady's Tumbler, monsieur. 

KEAN. Tumbler, eh ? YouTmean an acrpbM— a stroher ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Something of that kind, monsieur. 
We have them here sometimes seeking shelter on their way 
to the towns. They are always poor men in need of a^aeal,| 
but this one, it seems, was rich. The cHronicleFtells us he ' 
hadTiorses and robes and money, all of which he gave up! 
when he entered a Holy .Order. 

KEAN. What ? He became a monk ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. Yes, monsicur, a religious. He.jwas 
weary of wandering, so he took leave of the world and 
resolved never again to set foot in it. 


250 


TEN SELECTED ONE-ACT PLAYS 


KEAN. And regretted it ever after, eh ? 

BROTHER ctEMENT. No indeed, he had no reason to regret 
it. You see, monsieur, a very wonderful thing happened. 

KEAN. What was that ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. No sooner was he in distress tlian tlic 
Holy Virgin herself came to his aid. 

KEAN. The Holy Virgin ? Heigh-ho — I wish she would 
come to mine. 

BROTHER CLEMENT [with great Simplicity]. Perhaps monsieur 
has not asked her ? 

KEAN. 1 cannot say that I have. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. That is a pity. But it is never too late. 

\He picks up hook and takes it off with him up R. Before 
going off he stands aside a moment to give entrance to 
BROTHER MARTIN, who coDics in Carrying a meal on a 
tray. This he puts on table, placing a chair for KEAN 
and putting a bottle of wine on table. 

BROTHER MARTIN [lo KEAN, wlw is Standing at window back 
to audience]. There, monsieur ; your dinner. Shall 1 pour 
you out a glass of wine ? 

KEAN. Thanks. 

BROTHER MARTIN [potiritig witie into glass]. Might I ask 
monsieur a question ? 

KEAN. Yes ? 

BROTHER MARTIN. Do you siiig, monsicur ? Or play, 
perhaps ? 

KEAN. 1 do both, after a fashion. You arc fond of music ? 

BROTHER MARTIN. All, nionsicur, it is the pleasure of my 
life. But living here as we do, sve enjoy so little of it. 
[Crosses to spinet.] Sec. sve have here this old instrument. 
It has seen its best days, but some of the notes are in tunc. 
Listen. [Plays a note or two.] That is how it is. monsicur. 
Do you find it too bad ? 
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KEAN. iVe glayed on 'yorse. Many and many a time. 

BROTHER MARTIN. Then after you have supped we could 
perhaps have a little concert — yes ? 

KEAN. I’U do what I can to amuse you. 

BROTHER MARTIN [glowing]. I knew I was right ! I can 
almost always tell when I open the door to visitors what 
kind of a man is asking for a m'ght’s lodging. 

KEAN. So you are a reader of character ? 

BROTHER MARTIN. It is the look in their eyes that tells me. 

KEAN. And in mine you saw music ? 

BROTHER MARTIN. Yes, monsieuT, music and — and lmn~ 

KEAN. Hunger ? [He says the word pojgnantl^ and then 
immediately changes his tone as he approaches table.] You have 
brought me the cure for that. [Seat^timselfi^ 

BROTHER MARTIN [removing cover from dish]. Tnpe" ahd' 
onions, monsieur. 

KEAN. Ha ! [He raises his glass 
trionic gesture] Here’s to . . . 

[Catching bro^ihr martin’s eye expectantly fixed on 
him, he impishly defiates his anticipation of something 
impressive in the nature of a toast. 

. . . tripe and onions ! 

[He tosses off wine with brother martin looking up at 
him, puzzled. 

CURTAIN 




rkiloqlititi^ 


with 


his- 


The curtain is only lowered for a moment to denote the passage 
of time. When it is raised again the dinner-things have been 
cleared away — all except the wine, which is left on the table. 
KEAN is seated at the piano and listming to him are brothers 
MARTIN, CLEMENT, and JOSEPH. He is singing an old ballad. 
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KEAN. Then the boy swam round, and came to the port 
side. 

And he looked up at his messmates, and bitterly he cried : 

“ O messmates, take me up, for I’m drifting with the tide. 
And I’m sinking in the Lowland, Lowland, 

I’m sinking in the Lowland sea.” 

Then his messmates drew him up, but on the deck he died ; 
And they sewed him in his hami^ck that was so large 
and wide ; 

And they lowered him overboard — but he drifted with the 
tide — 

And he sank beneath the Lowland, Lowland, 

He sank beneath the Lowland sea. 

[He finishes the accompanying refrain on piano. 
BROTHER JOSEPH. What is the name of that ballad, mon- 
sieur ? 

KEAN. It is called The^Gqlde n Vani ty. Years ago I . 
would sing it of a lugETtime to the sailors when I was a 
ship’s boy. 

^ BROTHER CLEMENT. You have been a sailor, then ? 

KEAN, when I was a lad I ran away to sea, b ut I liked it 
so little I rm back" again.' Well ? Shall we'Eave another ? 
Or are you weary of me ? 

BROTHER MARTIN. Indeed we are not. We have only been 
here one hour. 

KEAN [amused]. Brother Martin, I fear me you are some- 
thing of a glutton. However 

[He plays the refrain of one of Moore’s Irish Melodies and 
starts singing to it. 

KEAN. How dear to me the hour when daylight dies 
And simbeams melt along the silent sea ; 

For then sweet dreams of other days arise 
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■And Memor y breathes her vesper sigh to thee. 

And as I watch the line of light ftat’^'ays 
Along the smootli wave toward the burning West, 

I long to tread that golden path of rays 

And think ’twould lead to some bright isle of rest. 
[Tunis to them] Is that to your liking ? 

BROTHER MARTIN. Indeed, yes, monsieur. Only I could 
wish that the piano were more worthy of your singing. 

KEAN. Do not blame the piano. We are both in the con- 
spiracy, being like sweet bells 
harsh. 

BROTHER MARTIN. That js a beautiful melody. But so sad, 
is it not ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. And monsieoT smgs it as if from the 
heart. 

KEAN. How else would you have^e sing it? It was 
written to pierce the souls of the unw ai^’and old Tom Moore 
knows his business. Often has that plaintive ditty assisted 
me to line my stomach. 

BROTHER JOSEPH. Line your stomach ? ^ 

KEAN. Have I not warbled it to the desicfca^' virgins of 
every cathedral city in England? Bless their sentimental 
hearts, and the pence they bestowed on me. But sing it not 
to the tradesfolk and pot-bellied Juicksters. They’re all for 
a ballad and a_catch highly-seasoned. ‘I 

BROTHER CLEMENT. I do not understand. 

BROTHER MARTIN [perplexed]. Of what is he talking ? 

KEAN [stnmiming softly and speaking as if to himself]. Pictures 
— memories — how the j'ingle-jangle of a few old wires chi ‘ 
serveToTesuicitate ghosts ! 

BRoriER ctem ent'- ■ Ghosts, monsieur ? What ghosts ? 

KEAN [still speaking through music]. Hope — despair — ambi-' 
don — stables — inn-yards — bar-parloursL^riving rain — ^mcr- 


jmgled, out of time and 
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digs sun — endless roads ... A man and his wife , trudging 
— ^he carries his child pick-a-hack . . . First one town then 
anodier ... “ Show your skill now, Master Player, for the 
night will soon be upon you, your wife is starving, your 
child clemmed with cold, and you yourself upheld only by 
the demon within you . . .” 

[He plays a suaession of chords softly, while the perplexed 
MONKS talk among themselves. 

BROTHER JOSEPH. Did you hear that ? He said ‘ demon ! ’ 

BROTHER MARTIN, What did he mean by it ? 

BROTHER CLEMENT. He IS crazed. I said as much when you 
told me about the lion . . . 

BROTHER MARTIN. It was he told me. 

BROTHER CLEMENT. He told me too, but that does not make 
him sane. 

BROTHER JOSEPH. Ssh — ^hc Can hear what we say. 

KEAN [continuing playing]. Fool ’em — ^fool ’em to the top 
of their bent ! Bewitch them with all the wizardry at your 
command ... “ Hey, Master Inn-keeper, can you take us 
in for the night ? We are worn out . , .” 

“ Worn out, are you ? Let’s first see the colour of your 
money — ^I don’t trust mumpj ng-fijlk.” 

Money — always money 

“I teU you. Master Inn-keeper, I must get to the next 
town . . . There’s a theatre there . . . They may want 
aaors.” 

“ Well, I’m not stopping you, am I ? ” 

“ But we must have a lodging for the night — a roof to 
our heads.” 

“ There’s a bam in the_y^d ; you canjleep- there, the 
three of you.” 

- you. Inn-keeper.” 

“ Ah, but you’ll have to make it worth my while.” 
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“ But I tell you I’ve no money — ^noc a farthing. We’ve 

had bad luck — the company ” 

“ I can’t help that. That’s your trouble.” 

“ Wait ! Is there anything here I can play ? Anything 
that makes music ? ” 

“ Aye, you’ll find an old piano in the bam ^ 

“ Then I’U sing for my supper. Let the y okels pay for it. 

Come, wife — come, son Howard ” 

[He breaks into a spirited air. 

Robin he married a wife in the West, 

Moppety, moppety, mono ; 

And she turned out to be none of the best. 

With a high jig-jiggety, tops and petticoats, 
Robin-a-Thrusir cpes mono 

Walk in, walk in, ladies and gents — here’s a real live mummer 
awaiting your commands. Pay your money and take your 
choice — Harlequin, Tom Tug, the Dying Chimpanzee — what 
'will you ? Say the word and he’ll tumble at your bidding, 
dance on the right-rope, spar with you, fence with you, 
spout tragedy — sing with you — Only walk up, walk up . . . 

[Hr plays again and sings. 

Of all the horses in the merry greenwood 
The bpbtailed'mare bears the bells away ; 

There is Hey, there is Ree, there is Hoo, there is Gee, 
But the bobtailed mare beats the bells away 

They are coming — die fat-heads are coming — the yokels arc 
coming 

BROTHER CLEMENT [speaking through refrain]. What is it you , 
play now, monsieur ? ' r.,..'- -M.'-' ( ; 

KEAN. Springes to catch woodcocks. They are trooping 
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into the bam, the Butcher, the Baker, the Candlestick 
Maker 

“ Hi there. Landlord, bring beer, bring baccy, snuff the 
candles 1 Here’s custom ! ”/■' , ' 'A . 

What shall it be ? Pudding in a Lantern ? Nay, 'tis too 
hot for pudding — The Lover s Lament ? ^ Nay, ’tis too hot 
for love-making. You’re for a'racj’ me or a jig or else 
you sleep. I’ll give you Margery Topping. And-you,-son 
Howard, go round with the hat and don’t forget to make 
your prettiest bow. (He imitates a child's voice] “ I won’t 
forget. Father. They always like Margery Topping. I 
think we shall have some supper to-night.” 

[He aids abruptly ivith a crash of chords and a groan. 
BROTHER ctS.iE^n” Monsieur ? What is it? Are you 


iU? 




'-I if' J' 

KEAN [r/nn^ to his feet and speaking with brjvado]. Ill ? Who 
said I was ill ? 

BROTHER MARTIN. But you have stopped playing. 

KEAN [glaring at him]. What if I have ? It will not be for 
the first time. [He proclaims in a loud voice] “ Ladies and 
gentlemen ... I regret to inform you Mr Kean is indis- 
posed . . .” 

[He sways suddenly as if about to fall : they go to his 
assistance, leading him to chair where he sits. 

[Door opens up iC and father Ambrose enters. 

FATHER AMBROSE. What is this ? [Comes down. 

[The MONKS chatter simultaneously “ We do not know. 
Reverend Father — ” “He began to play and then 
suddenly — ” “ Do you think he is possessed ? ” “ Yes 
-he talks of a demon- 


FATHER AMBROSE. Leave me with him alone. 

[The MONKS obediently withdraw up R. father Ambrose 
pours out a glass of wine and brings it to kean. 
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FATHER AMBROSE. Drink this. It will soothe you. 

KEAN [tafehi^^/(Ws]. Wine, eh ? 

FATHER AMBROSE. Drink. It will do you good. 

KEAN [having drimk]. Thanks, Father. [Piifa glass doum] 
I suppose you tliink I am mad ? 

FATHER AMBROSE. I think you are unused to our rarefied 
mountain air. Frequendy it has been known to excite those 
unaccustomed 

KEAN in impatiently]. It is not your mountain air 

that excites. It is these cursed _oId_rn_elodie s that r aise the 
dead to life. 

FATHER AMBROSE. The dead ? 

KEAN. I heard his childish voice,- and saw as .it .had been 
yesterday his gallant htde figure handing round the hat fqt_ 
pennies — [ivk/i emotion as he cries out] Howard ! ' 

FATHER AMBROSE [divitim^]. Your child ? 

KEAN. My firstborn. He was gifted. He was b eaudful. 

FATHER AMBROSE [|cHdy]. He IS dead ? [kean turns away : 
pause.] May God rest his soul, for he is now with the angels 
of Heaven. 

KEAN. I know it. He b the forttmate one — my child — 
my sweet boy ! [Faci/iy /lim] But tell me this — you who arej 
a religious man — ^Was it not hard, aye, hard beyond bearing, i 
that that litde lad, my firstborn, who had borne with me,| 
babe though he was, the burden and heat of the day, .should s 
have been snatched from me the very night my luck turned 
For turn it did. We were at Dorchester. I could scarcely 
play for thinking of my sick boy, and the house so poor 
it would barely cover the cost of our supper. Two strangers, , 
unknovsn to me, were in front. They had seen me perform.' 
My hour had struck ! A few weeks later and I was making 
history in the heart of theatrical London. But Howard — 
was dead. 
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FATHER AMBROSE. You Bave no other children to console 
you ? 

KEAN. I have my little Charles ; a lively brat of six. He 
plays in his ^upery with golden guineas presented to hina 
by society "h^^ who toy v,dth his curls and proclaim him 
to be the image of his interesting papa. P^a is London’s 
pet — ^Papa is the fashion ! Not to have seen Kean as Shy- 
lock, as Hamlet, as Lear — ^why, you are a mere barbarian. 
Run then and congratulate the Great Little Man on his 
superb performance ; join your coach to the crowd that is 
already blocking the street he inhabits. [With concentrated 
Sifterness] They know no more of Shakespeare than do your 
St Bernard dogs ; the dogs at least would succour me were 
■ I in jeopardy, but these Londoners — ^not one of them would 
; ^ve troubled to glince four years ago at tFeTtarving player 
. |who bore my name. Faugh — I am sick of it 1 

[He drops wearily into chair and sits despondently, head 
in hands. 

[father AMBROSE, pacing the room, looks at him with 
compassion and speaks after a short pause. 

FATHER AMBROSE. “ God, Thou madest us for Thyself, and 
* our heart is restless until it repose in Thee . . .” 

KEAN [looking up]. Whose words are those ? 

FATHER AMBROSE. They were uttered by Saint Augustine 
And bitterly he proved the truth of them. 

KEAN. He was more fortunate than 1 shall be. 

FATHER AMBROSE. Who are you, my son, to say that ? 

KEAN, who am I? I am Edmund Kean the mummer. 

’ Ash the tawd ry firework that shoots across the sky to the 
pSudits of the mob what it knows of secrets of repose. 

^ So is my passage — as steSe and as fiigitive." My actor’s life 
; is_bas^ on artifice and make-believe. How to escape to 
,re^ty ? I am surrounded by the Fashionable World ; it 
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stifles me with its shoddy pretence. Lqwjife is better than 
im life. So all too frequently I am discovered in the most 
■ squahd of London taverns, drunk and in my cups. My 
‘ audience awaits me : “ Mr Kean is unable to appear.” It 
is my gesture — my impotcnt_effort to assert my values against 
theirs. I sail in a boat on the Thames with my tame lion 
“as my sole passenger ; all eyes are fixed on Kean, the Erratic 
Tragedia.n. They say I do it for advertisement, but it goes 
deeper than that. In short, I bid fair to become the Complete 
Eccentric. 

[He stops abruptly and through the ensuing pause bells can 
be heard to ring. 

KEAN. Bells . . . \He goes to window, looks out, then turns 
back and speaks more quietly] They cajn^the soul. . [The bells 
continue and be timis to father Ambrose.] Why do they 
ring ? Is it for service ? 

FATtiER AMBROSE. They are calling tlie Brethren to theit 
evening meal in the refectory next door. 

[Pause ; bells continue a moment or so ; then cease, 

KEAN [who has by now mastered his emotion]. It is peaceful 
up here. 

FATHER AMBROSE. I have already told you, my son, that 
many men have found peace within this monastery. 

KEAN. Would that I might be one of them. : 

[r//e monks, now assembled next door, are heard intoning 
a Latin grace. 

KEAN. What are they singing ? 

FATHER AMBROSE. Their grace. 

[Voices cease, to be followed by the sound of one mans 
voice reading aloud. 

KEAN. That is Brother Clement’s voice, is it not ? 

FATHER AMBROSE. He is reading from the legend appointed 
for to-day. [r/;e words strike a thought in his mind- and he 
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repeats them in a fashion to convey as much.] The legend 
appointed for to-day ! [Goes up R. and opens door wide.] 
I think we will listen to that legend. 

[He beckons kean to his side and together they listen to 
the voice that is loud and distinct. 

BROTHER CLEMENT [reading]. “ . . . Soon after he had 
entered the Convent the Minstrel was sore of heart saying 
, ‘ O wretched me, what am I doing ? For all men within 
these walls are busied with the service of God and only I 
know no prayer nor aught that is good.’ Thus maddened 
with grief he went his way till he came upon a crypt and 
above the altar was the form of My Lady the Holy Mary. 
He had not lost his way when he came to that place ; no 
verily, for God, who well knows how to call His own to 
Him, led him there. For suddenly he was as one who knew 
w hat to d o and began p^orming before her all his. finest 
feats sayin g ‘ Now will I serve God and His Mother accord- 
ing to my trade.’ Thus saying he tumbled and leapt. And 
Holy Mary smiled upon him and refireshed him when he 
ry^ weary. So went it with the good man a long space 
of years, and at his death there was joy in Heaven that God 
would no longer hide His love for His batchelor. This is 
what the holy fathers relate concerning this minstrel. In 
happ y hour he tumble d, in happ y hotn be served . Now 
pray we to God who has no like, that He grant u s..so._to 
serve Him-ihat -we-may_eariLHisdove.” 

[father AMBROSE closes door and turns to kean. 

FATHER AMBROSE. Are you Comforted, my son ? 

' kean. What svould you have me do ? Exchange my 
grease-p aint fo r a cowl ? Renounce my calling ? 

FATHER AMBROSE. Nay, I would -have- you. rather practise 
But with a reaching-out toward all men and compassion 
inj'jO-UJ-hearti” 
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KEAN. Compassion ? 

FATHER AMBROSE. For your f ellow-play ers. For truly the 
world is itself but a tEeafre where each must play his part 
in accordance witli God’s will. 

KEAN. Ha ! So you know your Shakespeare ? 

FATHER AMBROSE [s/iijkes /tetiJ]. I am acquainted with human 
nature. 

KEAN. All the world!s.a stage 

And all the men and women merely players . . . 

[He stands a inomeitl ihiiikiitg; he seems about to say 
something but changes his mind, and turns abruptly 
towards the window which he now opens and looks out. 

KEAN. The moon is rising. What an evening ! [Moves 
away from window.] I tliink 1 will go for a stroll. 

FATHER AMBROSE. Do. It will do yOU gOod. 

KEAN. On my way I will think of all you have said to me. 
[In lighter vein] Perhaps I will visit the dog Barry, whose 
business is salvation. It may be he will give me some hints,, 
concerning die good life ... ’ ' 

'TSTHer' AMBROSE [responding to his mood]. One might do 
worse . . . 

[father AMBROSE CTosses to door down L. which he opens 
jor KEAN to pass through. As kean goes out father 
AMBROSE raises his hand in benediction. 

FATHER AMBROSE. May the Lord go with you now and 
always 

[kean e.xit. FATHER AMBROSE shuts door, walks slowly 
towards window and stands looking out. 


CURTAIN 



ACTING NOTES AND 
EXERCISES 

PLAYS are written to be acted and it is only fair to the authors that 
every attempt should be made to obtain as finished a production 
as possible. 

Many a well-acted play has been ruined by a makeshift stage for 
which, in most cases, there is little or no excuse. Too often this 
side of production has been left to look after itself, as though, by 
some miracle, the dingy trappings and creaking boards will be trans^ 
formed “ on the night ” into “ the king’s Palace ” by the mere 
switching on of a naked loo-watt lamp. Indeed, some producers 
have even gone out of their way to present plays in bams and cellars 
(with cobwebs intact) fondly imagining that such surroundings add 
“ something ” to the drama. 

Affectation is not acting. Each part needs careful and honest 
study so that you are certain you know the qualities of character 
you ate to portray. Once you have a clear picture in your mind’s 
eye of the character — you must try to visualize the character — then 
you can begin to add the significant little gestures peculiar to such 
a person, and those modulations of voice, and variations in pace, 
which win begin to make you an actor and not just a person reciting 
apart. 


THE UGLY DUCKLING 

THIS IS “ make-believe ”-^a burlesquej3tthcxonyentionaliairy.story. 
It should be acted at a lively pace and will be the more amusing if 
Ae , gestu res of all the characten, except the Prince and the Princess, 
are exaggerated to some extent Pay particular attention to the 
^alogue — unless it is very carefully pointed, much of Mr Milne’s 
delightful humour will be missed. A pause here, a variation in 
pace or tone there, will work wonders. 

EXERCISES 

I. Do you consider this play is as exaggerated as Alice in Wonder- 
land ? Illustrate your answer. 
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2. The King says, on one occasion, “ You arc sitting there think- 
ing beautiful thoughts — in maiden meditation, fancy-free ” ; and 
on another, “ Softly, and giving the words a dying f^” Do you 
recognize any of this phraseology ? 

3. "What is meant by ‘ a conventional story ’ ? Is there anything 
conventional about this play ? 

4. How does the humour in this play difier from that in The 
Doctor from Dtmmore ? 

5. If you were asked to act the part of the Chancellor, name the 
qualities of character you would stress. 

6 . Do you think this play would be suitable for a Walt Disney 
film ? Give a reason for your answer. 

7. Is the author poking fun at anything modem ? 

8. Do you think the addition of an evil character, c-g. a wicked 
witch, would have strengthened the plot ? 

9. Why is it that the Prince and the Princess appeal to us at 
once ? 

10. Grimm’s Fair)’ Stories and those of Hans Andersen are usually 
sad or even tragic. Can you suggest a reason for this ? 

■. 7'" THE REAL ST GEORGE 

THIS is tragedy — and what a magnificent one it is, jfcown, as it were, 
into bold relief by the amus^ and contrasting Prologue. 

Great care must be taken not to over-act it, espedally the part of 
Diocletian, which could easily be turned into “ a part to tear a cat 
in.” Restraint is imperative to make tragedy convincing. 

> ■ v ''- EXERCISES 

-■ I. The setting of the .Prologue Js medieval, and that of the main 
play A.D. 2^7-304, yet th e dialog ue is modern. Would it have made 
any difference to the play' if the autJior Had tried to flavour the 
dialogue to suit those ages ? 

2. Scene I shosvs us ^t c ertai n fun damental things do not chang e 
with the passage of time. What are those things ? 

3. it you were asked to act die part of George, name the qualities 
of character you would stress. 

4. If you were going to act the part of the Emperor Diocletian, 
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what would you try to avoid doing in order to make your per- 
formance convincing ? Give reasons for your decisions. 

— 5. Which part of Scene III do you consider the most moving ? 
Give a reason. 

What is tile main function of Claudius and Valerius in Scene tl ? 

7. Name the play in this collection which you think most 
resembles The Real St Geor£e. Give a reason for your choice. 

8. In what way does this play resemble Shakespeare’s Julius Ccesar ? 
^ 9. The stroke of the bell signifying George’s death would have 

made an excellent final ‘ curtam.’ Why di^’t the author end the ‘ 
play at that point ? 

10. Shakespeare, at the peak of his career, wrote tragedy. Can 
you suggest a reason for this, explaining why he did not write this 
type of play at first ? 

THE QUEEN AND MR SHAKESPEARE 

tr is alsvays interestmg to imagine what might have happened be- 
tween famous people — the newspapers attempt it almost every day 
—giving imaginary accounts of the happenings at famous meetings 
between dictators— or between Mr Churchill and Mr Stalin. They 
satisfy our innate love of drama. 

This little meeting is no exception and makes an amusing and 
charming pfay. Be careful to keep the acting quite natural or tlie 
production vm become stilted, and pay particular attention to 
movement. Some very attractive sweeps can be made with tlic 
fuU dresses of that day — and very significant they can be, too. 

EXERCISES 

I. The ntle of the play is arresting. Why ? 

/2. " Beginnen always act better m costume.’| Is this true , 
Give reasons for your decision. , 4 ., 

- 3. Shakespeare says to Simon, “ Be pcihte; they may* be patrons,”' 
To whom is he alluding ? 

4. If you were asked to act the part of Sir Robert Cecil, state 
the qualities of character you would stress. • 
y 5. The setting of the play is the XVIIth cent^. The dialogue 
is almost entirely modem. Do you think dialogue and setting 
clash ? Give a reason for your answer. 



266 


TEN SELECTED ONE-ACT PLAYS 


6. Shakespeare is recognized as the greatest of the dramatists. 
Why should he have been concerned about Ben Jonson’s being 
asked to write a play for the Queen ? 

7. Is there anj'thing in this play to show the attitude of the ruling 
classes in Shakespeare’s time towards actors and playwrights ? 

8. Sickness is the su bje ct of humour in this play. “Why do we 
laugh at and not pit)' Sir Robert Cecil m his distress Mter smoking ? 

9. What point does the author wish to emphasize when he makes 
the Queen misquote the lines of poetry Shakespeare has been 
composing ? 

^ 10. "What is the main difference between this comedy and TTie 
Age of Leisure ? 


THE DOCTOR FROM DUNMORE 

THIS Irish co med y — from America — shows a great understanding of 
human natTire^idh it s blend of humour and pathos. The characters 
are very real — and the play has a warm glow about it. This^^t- 
ness i H_the jTan!l!'P 2 of character is seen in all the good American 
films, while we often find in our English films little exaggerations 
chat result in caricatures. To make die people in this play convincing, 
the acting requires “ depth,” which can only come from a careful 
study of each character, so that the small, subtle points can be 
emphasized, rather than broad, general ones. Too much emphasis 
on the latter invariably leads to over-acting. 


EXERCISES 

1. WTiy do you think the play opens on a trag ic note ? 

2. When do you suspect that the play is, after all, al:omedy ? 

3. What is the difference between the humour in this play and 
chat in TTte Age of Leisure ? 

4. If you were asked to play the part of the Doctor, name the 
qualities of character you would stress. 

5. Why is it necessary to make the Doctor refuse the cup of 
poteen ? 

6. The humour is typically IrisL Does humour really differ in 
the variqnrcanncrics'? Dlustrate your answer. 

7. What else, besides the characters, adds realism to the play ? 
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8. A good dramatist never draws a wholly bad, or wholly good 
character. We all of us have our good points — and our little 
weaknesses. Has the Doctor any redeerrung feature ? 

Where do you think the climax of the play comes ? 

^■10. What is the point of making all the characters strike the bell 
at the end ? 


THE SAGE OF CHELSEA 

THESE vivid episodes in the life of Th omas Carlyle create a very 
real pi« ure of that great man We feel, at the end, that we Unow 
tumT That is a rare achievement on Hie part of the pla^right. 

Follow the author’s advice and use a simple curtain setting for 
its production, or the continuity of the play will be broken. The 
acting must be restrained and needs a very delicate touch. 

EXERCISES 

I. What IS the chief lesson you learn about success from this play ? 

, 2. What method did Shakespeare sometimes employ to link his 
scenes together when his play covered a long period of time ? Did 
he origmate the idea ? Is a similar method ever employed by 
playwnghts to-day ? 

3. If you were asked to act the part of Thomas Carlyle, name the' 
qualities of character you would stress. 

, 4. Why do you think the author, at the very beginning of the 
play, shows us that James Carlyle has been fighting ? 

, 5. Why was Edward Irving sceptical of Carlyle’s being famous 
and happy ? 

6 . Do you think Scene IE would have suffered m any way if, 
Mrs Taylor had not actually appeared, but had only been referred^i 
to ? Give a reason for your decision. 

/ 7. Disraeh says to Carlyle, “ You say what you think.” Is that 
mie of Carlyle throughout the play ? Illustrate your answer. 

' 8. Which other play m this collection do you think The Sage oj 
Chelsea is most like ? Give a reason for your choice. 

,, 9. Amongst all these famous people why do you think the play- 
wright mtroduces Carlyle’s landlady ? ^ 

to. What prevents Scene IV from becoming mawkish ? 
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THE AGE OF LEISURE 


THIS is satire; the author is holding up to ridicule and shooting h's- 
barbed arrows at “the golden „age” we are anticipating in the- 
future. 

The proMem of leisure is, of course, a very real one and will- 
have to be tacKIe 3 b'olHly, or we may find ourselves, one day, ]ike- 
Muggs — ^bored to death. 

The play needs a good rn^em.or futurisac setting and slick pro- 
duction to represent the smooth yet soulless efficiency that science- 
has brought about — there is no time for subtle charactej^tion 
these ch aracters represent types rather than individuals. 


EXERCISES 

1. Do you think this play would be more difficult to act than- 
The Doctor from Dimmore ? Illustrate your answer. 

2. What is satire ? Illustrate your answer from this play. 

3. "Why do you think Muggs revolted against culture ? Can you- 
suggest a remedy ? 

4. There will probably always be some hard and dirty work to- 
do — coal- mining , for instance. Do you think that with the advance- 
of science and education it will be difficult to get labour for such- 
work ? Give a reason for your answer. 

5. In an advanced society, as -visualized in this play, what important 
thing is ignored ? 

6. "What do you think , apart fiom wars, might prevent the world 
fi-om reaching such an advanced stage ? 

7. Karel C apek, the late Czech dr amatist, -visualized in his play, 
R.U.R., a world in which all work isjone by robots — mechanical- 
men. Do you think we are approaching a robot age and, if so, 
is it desirable ? Give reasons for your answer. 

8. “ In an ideal state, the dustman should be paid the same as- 
the doctor.” Do you agree with this statement ? 

9. Do you think the present Youth Movement is meeting -with, 
any success ? Give illustrations. Name any weaknesses and suggest 
what might be done to strengthen the Movement. 

to. “ Cinema-going has made us a nation of idlers and gazers.” ^ 
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C ) you agree with this statement? Do you think it would be 
... -.tood' idea to close down all cinemas except for educational 
purposes? 


" WANTED-MR STUART ” 

^His is 3 highly dramatic play. Note the skill with svhicli the ten- 
sion is sustained. The author has a fine sense of the theatre 'and 
shows admira ble res traint, never on£e allmvuig a melodramatic 
to uch to mar his scene. In actmg die play, it is cssenriarto bear 
'this point in mind — there must be absolute economy of gesntre ; 
-be careful, however, not to make the play static. 


EXERCISES 

1. T he dialogue- througliout is crisp . What effect docs this have 
on the play ? 

2. What other method h.as the author ^employc^ to make his 

dialogue effective ? • ' ' , • . /...j.. o..,,- 

3. If you were asked to act the part of Sir Edgar Harcourt, name 
the qualities of character you would stress. 

4. Do you think any line in this play would provoke an audience 
to laughter ? Name the hue and give a reason for your choice. 

5. What is the pomt of the pauses t hroughout the play ? 

6. In a dramatic play of this kmd, do you dunk it would have 
been more effective if the author h.ad allowed Harcourt to fight 
Maunsell when the latter suggested that Charles was a gay prince, 

and hoped he wa^, alive to keep the Roundheads on their mettle ? 

-.1.' I ' 

Give a reason , your answer. 

-.7. What L mere significant about each of Robert’s entrances ? 
hiustrate y^'ur answer. 

f. As r n inn would be one of the first places to be searched in 
-1^'— -'^tot a fugitive, why do you think the author chose such a 
piace'tor the setting ot his play ? 

9 T he play h.as an excellent ‘curtain. 
achieved this ? 

10. In serious drama you often find comic relief, as in Macbeth 
for instance. What would have been the effect if a comic character. 


How has the author 


id been introduced into this nlav ? — 


I 
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THE HEROIC MOULD 


AS'OTtiER comedy, Avith m imptcsstonisric. couch — a method used to 

■ stress a broad outline of character or theme, so tliat aU tlie subtleties 
yof charaacrizariotj arc swept aside in order to give a general impres- 
‘|sioa : so in tlic scene tvlnch shows how Mr Wills’ mind is worlnng, 
;- the pace of the acting should be increased and the gestures should 
i -be more cjcaggcratcd. The mere stvitchmg on of a red ' spot ’ or 
y flood ’ would not be sufficient to show the contrast between the 
^rcai and imaginart’ scene and thus tlic point the playsvTigiit w^hes 
dto emphasize wouia be missed. 

r V 

■ te? • • EJ^RCISES , . 

hi- r 

i*' ^ 

4,1. Mrs Hushett is not the conventional rvpe of charwoman met 
'■^‘th in plays. How does she differ from that type r 
y* 2. What is it that prompts Mr Wilis to behave as he does towards 
his employer ? 

^ 3, Do you think Mr Wills would have been in the position he 

jimagines, if he had been living in Russia ? Give a reason. 

4. Name the qualities you would try to stress ’f you were asked 
^ to att the part of Miss Lennart. 

' 5, If you were an employer, which of fly cV .'.rr f. "s would you 

^choose to work for you ? Give a reason ■.nr ■-'.-.jr 

6. If 5'ou were a producer, what advice n juio y. • y . -e to the 
person you bad chosen to play the part of Mr Willi r - 

7. What is ■wrong with Mr Wilk’ statement, “ f : will 
receive five pounds per week ” ? Give a reason for yo'..r ac, ' 

; ' 8. Show' how diis play is like The Age of Leisure and -whireiv. 
it diffen. 

, 9. Compare the ‘ curtain ’ of this play with that of ‘ ' Wanted — Mr 
\ Stuart.” Why do •you think the author ha s ended oti'a quiet note? 

10. Why is it necessary, at the end, that Miss Lennart’s Christian , 
name should be Alice and not Astra ? , ? 
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CAELYtE. Very nearly. Forty years ago I should. have 
— “ 

MARY. I exp^jrou 'W'ould. Everybody was afraid of you 
then, weren’t they ? 

CARLYLE. Except your aunt. Janie wasn’t afraid of me. 
She used to bully me — unmercifully. 

MARY [reprovingly]. Oh, Uncle ! I expect you used to lead 
her an awful life. But she was happy, wasn’t she ? 

CARLYLE. I never really knew. 

MARY [brightly]. Aren’t you going to show it to me — the 
medal — or star — or whatever it is ? 

[cARLYLE produces from his pocket a small leather case 
containing an order on a ribbon. 

CARLYLE. There you are, my dear. 

MARY. Oh ! Put it on. Uncle. 

CARLYLE. No — ^no. Foolisbncss. 

MARY. I want to see it. There. You look .et>gr. s o., dis- 
ting uished , Uncle. 

[She puts the ribbon round his neck. A door-bell -rings 
in the distance. 

CARLYLE, what’s that? 

MARY. Only someone at the door. Susan will see to it. 

CARLYLE. If it should be someone for me- Take this 

thing oS, Mary. 

MARY. It will only be the baker. Please keep it on— just 
till tea-time. 

CARLYLE [kindly]. Ye’re a poor daft body, Mary. _ But 1 11 
just hae to humour ye. Well ? What is it ? " 

[susAN, a little maidservant, enters. 

SUSAN. If you please, sir, a gentleman 

CARLYLE, who ? 

SUSAN. MrJDisraeli, sir 

CARLYLE. Disraeli ! Here — take this thing off and 
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[ disiu^ comes i n. He is 70 . and should be dressed and 
made up to resemble pictures of Disraeli at this period. 

[suSAN goes out. 

DiSRAEU. Excuse me for calling like this, Mr Carlyle. 
Good evening, ma’am. 

CARLYLE. My niece. 

DISRAELI. I am delighted, ma’am. I took the libert}'-r-one 

autlior, though a very modest one — to an other, sir 

"CARLYLE. Aye. I’ve r ead some of your stuff , Mr Disra eli. 
You should have stuck to poh'ti cs. Ye’re better at it. 

DISRAELI slt^ly]. You s a y what yo u think, M r 

Carlyle . 

CARLYLE. I’ve done so for over seventy years. 

DISRAEU. Quite so. Ah, I see you are wearing your — er 
— ^new distinction. 


CARLYLE. Pah ! Here — take the thing off, Maiy’. 

DISRAEU. No — no. N o man has deserved it m ore,-sir. 
In fag, it is a similar errandwhich brings me here. 

CARLYLE [mspicioiw/y]. Aye ? What errand might that be ? 

DISRAEU. As Prime Minister of this coimtr)' 1 am naturally 
a busy man, Mr Carlyle. But I allowed myself the pleasure 
of calling on you personally. I. feel — and I am sure the 
country is behind me in this — t hat officia l rccognitjon of 
your great services to literature h^beem too Imig delay ed. 
Prussia has already honoured you. It is_pnly right your 
own countr)' should not be bchind-hand. Her Majesty_has 
authonzed me to oScr you the Grand Crps of the Bath, 
and the Government would be happy to add a pension. 


[H little pause. CARLiiE smiles grimly . 
DISRAEU. Well ? What do you say, Mr Carlyle ? 


C.ARLYLE. I \\as tlii nkin’ t he money w ould ha* b een useful 
when lanie and I _6r5t_came.to.Londpn. 

DISRAEU. No doubt. 
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CARLYLE. It’s owcr latc now. No, Mr Disraeli. I’m 
grateful for the attention, but ye may keep your wee cross. 
"Tdisraeu. Oh, but surely 

CARLYLE. Titles of honour are out of keeping with my wa)’ 
_o’ living.. As to_money, after long years of frug al, but, 
thank God, nqi^degrading poverty, it .has..become_in this 
latter time jbundant. 

DISRAEU. You will think this over To-morrow — or next 

week 

CARLYLE. I’m no’ in_the, habit j^changmg,niajnind.j I’ll 
say thank ye — but I’ll decline your offer. 

DISRAELI. I’m not really surprised. S omehow I t houg ht 
yo u woul d. 

CARLYLE [interested]. Aye ? Do ye smoke, Mr Disraeli ? 

DISRAELI. Sometimes, I admit. 

CARUfLE [very Scots]. M^ — twa lang pi pes an’ the t obacco. 
Me an’ th e Pri me Me enister ’U sit, by ^e hearth-side a wee 
lyhile.an’.hae-a-crack. What d’ye say ? 

DISRAELI. I can only say, Mr^jCarlyle, th at the Prim e 
M inister is honou red by yourjnyitadon. 

CARLYLE. Aye— aye. But, mon — I wis h |anie could .ha 
heerdjthat. ~ 

[disraeu sits over agctmst carlyle as mar y prpducesMvo 
long churchwarden pi pes a nd a jar of tobacc o. They 
ug HTup^ with chuds^jmoke. 


CURTAIN 



